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Fitted to all Humours, a LAY their Fi 
proper TUNE for either Voice, or Inſtrument, b 
. way of the SONGS being new Set. 
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FEE preſented the Publick 
with my firſt and ſecond Part 


F Pills to purge Melancholy, I 


Tots not but ink my ſelf oblig d to 
Compleat the Cure of thoſe who are aj. 
flicted with the Malady, by communt- 

cating 4 Third, To inſiſt upon the 
, tues and efficacy of theſe my Pills 
world detain the Patient too long 
from the Uſe of them, I ſhall there= 
fore, after having nam d em a Catho- 


icon, or a general Medicine for all 


| Diftempers in the Mind, leave you, || 


as the Bill-mongers have it, to Try, 


| Judge. and ſpeak as you find, Are | 
you Coſtivs in your Intellectuals, here 
ore infalible Preſcriptions to Relax [| 


{ 
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em in an inſtant, does the World go 
' amiſs with you, two or three of theſe 
talen in a Glaſs of Good Wine will 
ſet Matters to rights with you again, 
Four Liver is not as it ſhould be, 
| this will regulate Paſſages of the 
Blood ſo as 10 render it leſs inflam d. 
In a Word here is Galen and Hy- 


The Preface. 


pocrates, Dr. Read, and Dr. Gately, 


and all the boaſted Atchievements 


of the Never Born Doctor in Moor- 
fields out done to a Miracle, and i 
you have any Value for your own fre- 


tious Healths, you are to adviſe im 


Dr. Merryman who to diſtinguiſh 


himſelf from Quacks and falſe pre- 


tenders is to be ſpoken with from 
Morning till Night not at particular 
Hours to make a ſhew of more Prac- 


' tiſe then he already has, As for the 


Ingredients theſe his incomparable 


—— — — —— — - — — — —— ona <—— 
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are to be found: And to inſtance in 


all other means, only by two Dozes 


5 bepiſs himſelf. 4 young Quaker Wo- | 


count all the Wonders he has done .the | 


and thoſe muſt live in the Land of | 


—— — . ͤ — aa — — 


The preface. 
Specificks are. compos'd of, they are (| 

the moſt Salubrious and the greateſt | | 
Reſtoratives of decayed Nature, that 


fome of his Cures, an old Man in St. 
Giles's who had been affliftedwith the N 


Stone for ſome Tears, and had try d ( 


| 


forgot his Pain and laugh'd ready to 


man in Clearkenwell who was trou= | | 
bled with the riſing of the Lights and | | 
in a deſponding Condition Fo a [lips | ; 
per) Spark who bad been too free with 
her, thought no more of him, after || 
this C elebrated Doctor had admni- | 
fired io her, Time would fail to re- 


Town and Country are full of * em, [| 


Forgerfulneſs, woe memories are 


The Preface. 
not leaden with the mighty Perſor- 
' mances of this renowned Doctor. 

' ToConclude: He has had too much 
' Buſineſs at home, to travil a broad 
for the Teflimonials of Foreign Em- 
| perors, Kings and princes, but he is 
| Maſter of thoſe Arcanas as would re- 
' comend him to their ſeveral Courts, 
| and give them eaſe under the bur- 
| then, which an expenſive War makes 
| them Labour under. 
| But every one ſpeaks well of him- 
| felf. He therefore leaves it to the 
| Worldtoſpeak of him, and draw ſuch 
| Concluſions from the Premiſes, as 
will equally Ibem his Knowledge and 
| their Judgement and has reaſon to 
bope with the Famous Dr. Cafe, you - 
will not forget your old Friend, 

8 9 Dr. Merry man. 
He that a perfect State of Health would chuſe, 
Sbould have bis Mind at Reft and Body looſe; 


4  Phyſick for which no Doctor can Pre pale, 
But ſuch as ours is who makes both his Care. 
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A TAB L E of the Songs and i 


Ballads contain'd in this Book. 


LL Hail to the days 
All Chriſtians 


As I ment by an Heſpinal 

A Shepherd bept ſheep 

AS I was walking under 4 Grove 

A Counctl grave our Ring did bold 
A Heroe of no ſmall renown 

As the Fryar be wems 

A bowny Lad © 

A pox on thoſe Fools 

Amongſt the pure ones all 

As yer Nan flood by ber Tab 
Ab Cælia bow can you be cruel 
As Colin went forth 

A young man late 

A wife 1 do bate 
A thouſand ſeveral ways . 
A wig tbat's full 

As Cupid r0giſhly one day 


TD Rute who deſcended 
Bold impudent Fuller 
By Moon ligbt on the Green 
Bomy Peggy Ramſey | 
| By ſhady Woods and pur ling Strean 8 


A : 
A | 
— As fair Olinda fitting was 
| Ab! Chloris _ | 


Jam a young Laſs of Lin 


Belinda why do you diſtruſt 
Blouzabella my bouncing Doxie 
Born to ſurprtze the Worid 


| | © 
(' Ome fill us Wine in plenty 
Celladon when Spring came on 
Come pretty birds preſent your Lays 
Come fill up the Bowl 


Ceaſe lovely Strephon 


Ceaſe whining Damon 
Czlia my beart has often rang d 
Corinna if my fate's to love % 
Czlia's charms are paſt expreſſing 
| D. 
Id not you bear 57 
Dermot Jov'd Sheela 
Dolly come be brisk and jolly | 
Did not you bear of a gallant Satlow 
. ky 


[Air Cælia 100 fondly 
Fly Damon fly 
Fear not Mortal 


— 8 
| * proſper long our noble King 


Gilderoy was 4 bonny Boy 
Good Neighbour why 
Groves and Woods 
Io now Sifter Betteris 

. Heav'n firft created. 
Hears not my Phillis 
How happy's that Mortal 
He himſelf courrs bis own Ruin 


How happy and free 
. How cbarming Phillis 7s 


Hitber turn thee, bitber turn thee. 
IN Pauls Church-Yard 


Þ #1 the long vacation 


8 


The Table. 


© 


One night in my ramble 


The Table. 


I im a jovial Cobler 

It was a rich Merchant 

If ſorrow the Tyrant 

In the pleaſant month 

It was a happy Golden Day 

I prithee ſend me back ii beart 
In the fields in froſt and ſnows 
In Chloris af ſoft Charms | 

T lik'd but never lov'd before 
Iris beware when ft rephon 


In our yard in froſt and ſnows 


In vain, in vain 


8 wy © 
Et Litnam Court F 
Lord what's Come to my Motber 
Let's be jolly fill the glaſſes 
Let's Sing of Stage Coaches 
Let the Females attend 
Laft Chriftnaſs it was my chance 
Lately as through tbe fair Edenborough 
Ladies of London 


Let Soldiers fight 
Long bad Damon 
Laurinda who did lave diſdain 


Long was tbe day 
Let ambition fire 


M 1 
Y friend if you 
N 


JE to the Town 
. N No more let Damoh's yes 


Happy, happy Groves 
Once more to theſe arms 


Ob let no eyes be Dry 

0/4 Lewis Legrand 
Ob, ob leed me to ſome peaceful Room 
Ob Tove if a god 
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The Table 


P 
Yllicock Came to e Is 
Philander and Silvia 220 
Poor Jenny and I we toyled 230 
Pretty Flor omel | 245 
Plague us wot a 287 
Ay and ambition all joy to great Cæſar 95 
Stay, Stay, Shut the Cates | 161 
Striłe up drowjje Gutſcrapers | 367 
Slaves to London | SS" 
Stella with beart 8 215 
See how fair and fine 332 
Stay ab Stay ab turn 320 
bs 
"Free merry Lads 7 
> The Clock bad firuck 27 
Thwurſd:y in the Morn 3 0 45 
The mighty Stake SF: 
there was an old woman | 55 
The golden age is Comm 72 
The ſuburbs ic a fine place | 99: - 
There can be no gl-d-mant 104 
Then Jockey wou d 4 woing " 114 
Mere was a Laſs 118 
There was a Lord | 129 
There was 4 joval tanker 233 
; There u a fine Dofor 147 
' There was 4 Knight 192 
Think wretched mortal 212 
| Tannivee, tivee, tiveẽ 2L1 
Tothe wars I muſt alaſs - I 
Though the pride of my 8 - 
Tell me ye Valter fwains 5, 
Jo ibe grove, gentle Love 205 
Tell me no more 5 | 266 
Tboug h Fortune and Love 2369 
Tbyt little patch ECTS Fre 281 
| be valliant Eugene of E „ 
I bo over all mankind _ 317 
| T8 | pon 
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The Table 
| Pon A Holiday 
"A Under ibn ſtone 


Hen Troy Town 2 
Why ſhould we bo 
5 Within an if og of Delight 
bo in old Sodom 

| Where Gor tt thou 

When firſt Mardike 
When Maids live to thirey 

FPhen the World firſt 
, What Life Can Compare 
With my ſtrings of ſmall wire 

When that young Damon 
Wou'd you be « man 

Then firſt I fair Celinda knew 

ten buſie Fame o ęr all 

Why am I the only Creature 

Where would CoyAmintas run 

When Gay Philander 

Wealth breeds Care 
| ben firſt Amintas Charm'd my bears 
{ Why fo pale and Wm 
0 When I Languiftd and wiſp d 


1 
| N on Colours pray draw near 
I You that delightin gjocular Song 
Te brave boys and Tars 5 
| Jong Corydon and Philis 
bs Jour hay it u MW d 
Tou bappy youths 


Books fold by John Young, Muſical Infirument 
Seller at the Dolphin and Crown in St. Pants 
Church-yard. 


4 Rpbeus Brittannicus, the Firſt ard Second Books, 
being a Collection of the late Mr. Henry Purcel's 
Songs. for one, two, and three Voices, in Folio. Price Bound 
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Ide Dancing - Maſter, or Directions for Dancing Country 
Dances: The 13th. Edition, Containing above 360 of 
the choiceft Old and New Country- Dances, with the 
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Places. The whole Revis'd and done in the New-ty'd 
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Price Bound 35s. 64. Je —_ 
Twenty. Eigbi new Country Dances : with Directions to 
each Dance. For the Year 1707. Ne | 
* Youths Diverſion: being a Choice Collection of tke beſt 
and Neweft Tunes for the FlageBer, never before PrtTiſh'd. 
ny Corrected and Fairly Engraven on Copper - 
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The Compleat Mufic. Mafler, being Plain, Eafie, and Fami- 
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| | Pr ice IS, 64. | 


Pills to Purge Mellancholy. 
A New SONG. The Go Fellow. 


5 Li Hail to the days that merit more pale, 
than all the reft of the year; 
as well to the Poor as the Peer. 
Good Fortune attend each merry Man's Friend, 
that doth but the beft he may; 


' Forgetting old Wrong with Cup or a ng, 


to drive the cold Winter away. 
Jo drive, Cc. 


Let Miſery pack with a Whip at his Back, f 
down to the Jartarian Flood 
In Leibe profound let Envy be drown” a, 
that pines another Man 8 good + 


And welcome the Nights that br: ith IG l 


+ . Pills to Purge Meldnchoh., 


Let Sorrow? s expence come a thouſand years hence, 


all Payments have great delay, 
And ſpend the long Nights in honeft Delights, 
to drive the cold Winter away. 
To drive, &c, 


The Court in his State ſets open his Gate, 

and gives free welcome to moſt ; 

The City likewiſe, tho? ſomething Preciſe, 
yet willingly parts with their Roaft : 

But yet by Report ſrom City and Court, 
the Country gets the day; 

More Liquor is ſpent with better content, 
to drive the cold Winter aways 

To drive, &c. 


The Gentry there, for Coſt doth not ſpare, 
the Yeomanry faft not till Lent 
The Farmers and ſuch, think nothing too much, 

ſo they keep but to pay for their Rent: 
The pooreſt of all do Merily call, 

when at a fit place they ftay, 
For a Song ora Tale, or a Cup of good Ale, 

to drive the cold Winter away. 

Td drive, &c. 


- Tis ill for a Mind to Envy enclin'd, 
To think of ſmall Injury's now 

If Wrath be to ſeek, do not er ber thy Cheek, 
nor yet to inhabit My Brow : 

Croſs out of thy Books all Malecontent Looks, 
let Beauty and Youth decay, 

And wholly confert with Mirth and with Sport, 

to drive the fold Winter away. | 
To Drive, &c. 
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Pills to Purge Melancholy. FS F 
ABALLAD 


185 Upon the New Inn, with the famous Sign- 
Poſt, called the White-Hart at Skole in 


| ” Norfolk. 1 A | 
ee 


===: e 


QB 


S ono Who BiE ein 


1-37 not you hear 
Of a Wonder laft year, 
That through all Norfolk did cing, 
Of aa Inn and an #oſt, 
i With a Sizn and a Poſt, 


That might hold (God bleſs us) the king 


The Building is great 
And very compleat, f 
Baut cannot be compar'd to the Sign, 
* But within doors I think 
Scarce a drop of good Drink, 
For Baccbus drinks all the beſt Wine. 


But here's the defign, _ 
What's amiſs in the Wine 3 
By IVenches ſhall be ſupply'd ; | | | 
There's three on a row 
Stands cut for a how. 
Io draw ia the Gallants that Ride, 


* 
ns 
' 
| 


3 | 5 The 


The firſt of the Three, 

Diana ſhould be, 

But ſhe Cuckolded poor Adlon, 

And his Head ſhe adorns 

With ſuch viſible Horns, 

That he's fit for his Hounds for to prey on. 


*Tis unſafe we do find 
To truſt Women kind, 
Since Horning's a part of their Trade z 
Diana is patch't 
As a Goddeſs that's chaſte, 
| Yet Afaon a Monſter ſhe made. 


The next Wench doth' ftand 

With the Scales in her hand, 
And is ready to come at your beck; 

A new trick they've found, 
| To ſel] Sack by the Pound. 
But *twere better they d ſell't by the Peck. 


The laſt of the three, 

| They ſay Prudence muſt be, 
With the Serpent and Horn of Plenty; 

| But Plemy and Wit 

| So ſeldom doth hit, 

That they fall not to one in twenty. 


But above theſe things all 
| Stands a' Fellow that's ſmall, 
| With a Quadrant diſcerniug the Wind, 
i And ſeys he's a Fool 
| That Travels from Stole, 
And leaves his good Liquor behind, 


Near the top of the Sign 
ry Stands three on a line, | 
One } 13 Temperance ſtill Poul iag out 5 


Pills to Purge Melancholy. 


And 
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Pills to Purge Melanchoh. 
And Fortitude will a 
Drink what Temperance fill, 
And fears not the Stone or the Gout, 


The next to theſe three, 
You'l an UVſurer ſee, - 
With a Prodigal Child in his Mouth 
'Tis Time (as ſome ſay) | 
And well ſo it may, 
For they be deyourers both. 


The laſt that you ftare on, 
Is old Father Caron, 
Who's wafting a Wench o'er the Ferry, 
Where Cerberus docs ſtand, 
To watch where they Land, 
And together they go to be merry. 


Naw to fee ſuch a change, 

Is a thing that is ſtrange, 
That one, who as Stories do tell us; 

His Money has lent, | 
At fifty per Cent, 2 
A College ſhould build for good Fellow) 


But under this work, 
Does a myſtery lurk, 
That ſhews us the Founder's deſign z 
He has chalk'd out the way, 
For Gallants to ftray, 
That their Lands may be his in fine, 


That's firſt an Ale- bench, 
| Next Hounds, then a Wench, 
With theſe three to roar and to Reye's 


Brings the Prodigal's Lands, 
To the Vſurers Hands, 


And his Body and Soul to the Devil, 


B 3 
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5 Pills to Purge Melancholy. | 
Now if you would know 
After all this ado, 

By what name this Sign ſhou d be known 3 
Some call it this, and ſume that, 
And ſome I know not what z 

But tis many Signs in one. 


— — 


— — — 


Tis a ſigu that who build it, 
Had more Mony than Wit, | 
And more Wealth than he got or can uſe 3 
*Tis ſign that all we 
Have leſs wit than he, 
That come thither to drink, and may chuſe. 
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Pills to Purge Melancholy. 


Hree merry Lads met at the Roſe, 

| To ſpeak in the Praiſes of the Noſe ; 
The Noſe that ftands in the middle place, 
Sets out the beauty of the Face: 
The Noſe with which we have begun, 
Will ſerve to make our verſes run: 

Invention often barren grows, 

Tet flill there's Matter in the Noſe, 


The Noſe his end's ſo high a Prize, 
That men prefer't before their Eyes, 
And no man takes him for his Friend, 
That boldly takes his Noſe by th'end ; 


The Noſe that like Euripus flows, 


The Sea that did the Wiſe man poſe, 
Invention often, &c. 


The Noſe is of as many kinds, 
As Mariners can reckon Winds 
The long, the ſhort, the Noſe diſplay'd, 
The great Noſe which did fright the Maid; 
The Noſe through which the Brother-hood, 
Dp parly for their Siſters Good, 

Invention often, &c. 


The flat, the ſharp, The Roman Snout, 
The Hawk's Noſe circled round about z 
The Crooked Noſe that ftands awry, 


The Ruby Noſe of Scarlet dye; 


The Brazen Noſe without a Face, 
That doth the Learned College grace, 
Invention often, &c. 


The long Noſe when the Teeth appear, 
Shew's what's a Clock, if day be clear: 
The broad Noſe ſtands in Buckler's place, 
And takes the blows from all the Face ; 
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8 Pills to Nig dane. 


The Noſe being plain without a Ridge, 
Will ſerve ſometimes to make a Bridge. 
Invention Hen, &c. 


The ſhort Noſe is the Lover's Bliſs, 
Becauſe it hinders not a Kiſs; 


Ihe toteing Noſe, O monſtrous thing! 


That's he that did the Bottle bring, 

And he that brought the Bottle hither, 

Win drink (O monftrous!) out of meaſure. 
Invention often, &c. 


The Fiery Noſe in Lanthorn ſtead, 

May light his Maſter home to Bed, 

And whoſoever this Treaſure OWs, 

Srous poor in Purſe, tho rich in Noſe : 

The Brazen Noſe that's o'er the Gate, 

Maintains full many a Latin Pate, 
Invention eficn, &c. 


f any Noſe take this in Snuff, 
And think it is more than enough, 
e anſwer them, we did not fear, 
Nor think ſuch Noſes had been here 
But if there be we need not care, 
|. A Noſe of Wax our Statutes are. 
Invention now ts barren grown, 

The Manter's out, the Noſe is blown, 


Pills to Purge Melancholy; 5 | 
The FOUR-LEGGD ELDER: Or #f 


Horrible Relation of a D O G and an Elders] 
M AF-D.” © 


By Sir John 1 Burtonhead. 
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LL Chriftians and Lay- Elders too, 
for ſhame amend your Lives, 

I'll till you of a Dog-trick now, 
which much concerns your Wives; 

An Elder's Maid near Temp/e-Bar 
(ah what a Quean was ſhe ) 

Did take an ugly Maſtiff Curr 
where Chriftians uſe to- be. 

Help Houſe of Commons, Houſe of Peers} 
Ob now or never help y 

TE Aſ:mbly hath not ſar four Years, 
Yet bath brouzht fort 4 Whelp. 


One Evening late ſhe ſtept aſide, 
pretending to fetch Eęgs, 

And there ſhe made her ſelf a Bride 
to one that had four Legs: 

Her Maſter heard a Rumblement, 
and wonder's ſhe did tarry, 

Not dreaming (without his conſent) 
his Dog would ever Marry. 

Help Houſe " Commons, & c. 
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| | 10 Pills to Purge Melancholy. 


; He went to peep, but was afraid, 


and haftily did run 


j i To fetch a Staff to help his Maid, 


not knowing what was done 


He took his Ruling Elders Cane, 


and cry d ont Help, belp here} 


k For Swafh our Maſtiff and poor Fave, 


are now fight Dog, fight Bear. 
©þ Houſe of Commons, & c. 


j Bat wheel he came, he was full ſorry, 


for he perceiv'd their ftrife, 


| | That according to the Directory, 


they two were Dog and Wife. 


li Ab {then ſaid he) thou cruel Quean, 


why haſt thou me beguil'd ? 


I wonder'd Swafh was grown ſo lean, 


poor Dog he's almoſt ſpoil'd, 
290% Horſe of Commons | &c. 


1 I thought thou hadſt no carnal ſenſe, 


but what's in other Laſſes, 


|| 'And could have quench'd thy cupiſcenee 


according to the Claſſes; 


+ But all the Pariſh ſee it plain, 


ſince thou art in this pickle, 


/ "Thou art an dependant Quean, 


and lov'ſt a Conventicle. 
0b Houſe of Commons]! &c. 


Alas now each Malignant Rogue 
will all the World perſwade, 
That ſhe that's Spouſe unto a Dog, 
may be an Elder's Maid: | 
They'll jeer us if abroad we ſtir, 
good maſter Elder ſtay, 
Sir, of what Claſſis is your Cur d 
and then what can we ſay ? 
ob Houſe of Commons, &c. 


) 
( 


Pitts to Page ain 


They'll many graceleſ Ballads ing 
of a Presbyteri an, 
That a Lay-Elder is a thing 

Made up half Dog half Man. 
Out, out, (ſaid he, and ſmote her down) 

was Mankind grown ſo ſcant ? 
There's ſcarce another Dog in Toun 

had took the Covenant. 

0h Houſe of Common, &c. 


Then Swaſh began to look full grim, 
and Fane did thus Reply, 
Sir, you thought nought too good for him, 
you fed your Dog too high: 
*Tis true he took me in the lurch, 
and leap'd into my Arms, 
But as | hope to come at Church) 
I did your Dog no harm. 
0b Houſe of Commons, &c. 


Then ſhe was brought to Newgate Goal, 
and there was naked ftript, 
They whipt her till the Cords did fail, 
as Dogs uſed to be whipt. 
Poor City Maids ſhed many a Tear, 
when ſhe was laſh'd and bang'd, 
And had ſhe been a Cavalier, 
ſurely ſhe had been Hang'd, 
Oh Houſe of Commons, &c, 


' Hers was but Fornication found, 
for which ſhe felt the laſh, 
But his was Buzgry preſum'd, 
therefore they hanged Swaſh. 
What will become of Biſhops then, 

or [ndependency d 
For now we find hoth Dogs and Men, 

ſtand up for Presbytery. ene | 

0b Houſe of Commons, &c. 


* — — . 
— — 2D. T A 


b * 
0 % 0 
G » "4 \ * 
d . a 
G * 
= * 22 - 5 3 — — n rn enn * * 
„2322S ͤ b oma oor 1 : 


: 
IDS 
pe b 
* To 


— Gar ee 


Fill to Purge Melancholy, 


Lay 7 * * 
4 
{ — a 
8 * 0 


She might have took a Sow. gelder, 
| with Synod-men good ftore, 
| ' But ſhe would have a Lay-Eldar 
| | with two Legs and two more. 

So tell th* Aſſembly of Divines, 
tell Adoniram Blew, _ | 
Tell Burgeſs, Marſhall, Caſe and Vines, 
tell Now-and- Anon too, 

O Houſe of Commons, &c. 


Some ſaid ſhe was a Scorifh Girl, 

odr elle ſat leaft)}a Witch z 
+ But ſhe was born in Colebeſter, 
was ever ſuch a Bitch! 
Take heed all Chriftian Virgins now, 
the Dog-ſtar now prevails; 
Ladies beware your Monkeys too, 
For Monkeys have long Tails. 

ob Houſe of Commons, &c. 
- Bleſs King and Queen, and ſend us Peace, 

as we had ſeven years fince, 
For we remember no Dog-days, 
while we enjoy'd our Prince: | 
\ Bleſs ſweet Prince Charles, 2, Dukes, three Girls, 
h Lord ſave his Majefty, | 
Grant that his Commons, Lords, and Earls, 
| May lead ſuch Lives as He. 


— 
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| Ob Houſe of Commons, Houſe of Peers} 
lk ob now or never help _ 
| | Th Aſſembly bath not Sat four years, 


yet bath brought forth aWhelp, 
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On Daa, G feen Hoſe of St. Paul's Sch. 


N Paul's Church- yard in London, 
There dwells a noble Firker, | 
Take heed you that paſs, 
Left you taſte of his Laſh, | in 
For I have found him a Jixker: 1 
| Still doth he cry, take him up, take him up, Sir, iy 
Untruſs with Expedition, 1 
O the Birchin Tool 1 
Which he winds i'th' School *1 
Frights worſe than an Inquiſition, ==. 


If that you chance to paſs there, ; 
As doth the Man of Blacking, 
He inſults like Puttock, | 
Oer the Prey of the Buttock, 


With a whipt Arſe ſends him packing. 
Still hk, &c. i 4 


For when this well-truſs'd Troumncer: 
Into the School doth enter, 
With his Napkin at his Noſe, 
And his Orange ſtuft with Cloves, 
On any Arſs he'll venter, | 
Still dot:, &c. 


[| 
l 
1 
9 


A French- 


A Frenchman void of En wp, 
Enquiring for PauPs Steeple, 
His Pardon amoy 
He counted a Toy, 
For he "I him before all People, 
Stil do = 


A Welchman once was whipt there, 


Until he did Beſhit him, 
_ His Cuds-plutera-nail, 
Could not prevail, 
For he 7 y the Cambro-Britain. 
Still doth, &c. 


| A Captain of the Train'd Band, 


Sirnam'd Cornelius Wallis : 
He whipt him ſo ſore 
Both behind and before, 
He notcht his Arſe with Tallies 
Still doth, &c. 


For a piece of Beef and Turvip, 


Neglected with a Cabbage, 
He took up the Main Pillion 


Of his bouncing Maid Gillian, 
And ſows'd her like a Baggage. 
Still doth, Kc. 


A Porter came in rudely, 
And difturb'd the humming Concord, 
He took up his Frock 
And paid his Nock, 
And ſows'd him with his own Cord, 
Still doth be oy, KC, 
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7 Hen Has Town for Ten Years wars, 
vithſtood the Greeks in manful wiſe, 
Then did their Foes increaſe ſo faſt, 
that to reſiſt none could ſuffice ; 
Waſte lies thoſe Walls that were fo good, 
and Corn now grows where Trey Town ſtood. 


Aneas wandring Prince of Troy, 
when he for Land long time had ſought, 
| At length arrived with great Joy, 
to mighty Carthage Walls was brought, 
Where Dido Queen with ſumptuous Feaft, 
did entertain this wandring Gueſt, 4 


| And as in Hall at Meat they ſat, 1 

the Queen defirous News to hear 

Ot thy unhappy Ten Years Wars 
dec'are to me, thou Trojan dear, 

Thy heavy hap and chance ſo bad, 

That thou poor wading Prince haſt tad ? 
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And then anon this worthy Knight, 
with words demure as he could well, 

Of his unhappy Ten years Wars 
ſo true a Tale began to tell ? 

With words ſo ſweet and fighs ſo deep, 
that oft he made them all to Weep, 


And then a thouſand Sighs he fetch'd, 

and every Sigh brought Tears amain, 

That where he ſat the Place was wet, 

as if he had ſeen thoſe Wars again: 

So that the Queen with truth therefore, 
Said worthy Prince enough, no more. 


The darkſome night apace drew on, 
and twinkling Stars i'th' Sky were ſpread, 
And he his doleful Tale had told, | 
1 as every one lay in his Bed; 
Where they full ſweetly took their reſt, 
Save only Dido's boiling Breaſt: 


This ſilly Woman never ſlept, 
but in her Chamber all alone, 
As one unhappy always kept. 

| unto the Wall ſhe made her Moan, 
That ſhe ſhould ſtill defire in vain, 
The thing that ſhe could not obtain. 


And thus in Grief ſhe ſpent the Night, 
till twinkling Stars from Skies were fled, 
And Phebus with his glimmering Beams 
though miſty Clouds appeared red: 
Then tydings came to her anon, 
That all the“ Trojan Ships were gone. 


And then the Queen with Bloody Kaife 
did arm her Heart as hard as Stone, 
Yet ſomewhat loath to loſe her Lite, 
In woful caſe ſhe made her moan 3 


| 


3 
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With Sighs and Sobs theſe words ſhe ſed ; 
O wretched Dido Queen! quoth the, 


I ſee thy End approacheth near, 


For he is gone away from thee, 


whom thou didft love and hold fo dear : 


Ts he then gone and paſſed by ? 
O Heart prepare thy ſelf to die. 


Tho' Reaſon would thou ſhould'ft forbear 
to ſtop thy hand from bloody ftroak, 


Yet Fancy ſaid thou ſhould'ft not fear, 


who fetter'd thee in Cupid's Yoak. 
Come death quoth ſbe, and end the ſmart, 


And with theſe words ſhe-pierc'd her Heart. 


17 


When Death had pierc'd the tender Heart, 


of Dido Carthaginian Queen, 


And bloody Knife did end the ſmart, 


which ſhe ſuftain'd in woful teen: 
AEneas being Ship'd and gone, 
Whoſe Flattery cauſed all her moang 


Her Funeral moft coftly made, 
and all things finjſh'd mournfully, 
Her Body fine in Mold was laid, 
where it conſumed ſpeedily : 


Her Sifters Tears her Tome beftrew'd, 


Her Subjects Grief their Kindneſs ſhew'd, 


Then was Annen: in an Iſle 


in Grecia, where he liv'd long ſpace; 


Whereas her Siſter in ſhort time, 


writ to him, to his foul Diſgrace ; 
In phraſe of Letters to her mind, 
She told him plain he was Unkind: 


þ 6 4. 
—— — E IIS K * 


Pills to Purge Melancholy. 
And rolling on her careful Bed, 
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Falſe-hearted Wretch (quoth ſhe) thou art, 
and treacherouſly thou haft betray d, 

Unto thy Lure a gentle Heart, 

0 which unto thee ſuch welcome made: 

My Siſter dear and Cartbage Joy, 

Whoſe folly wrought her dire annoy. 


4 2 r 


Yet on her Death-bed when ſhe lay, 
ſhe pray'd for thy Proſperity, 
Beſeeching God that every day 
might breed thee great Felicity : 
Thus by thy means I loft a Friend, 
Heavens ſend thee untimely End. 


| When he theſe Lines full fraught with Gall, 
| peruſed had, and weigh'd them right, 
His lofty Courage then did fall, 

and ftr2ight appeared in his fighty 
Qeeen Dido's Ghoſt, both Grim and Pale, 
Which made this Vzliant Soldier Quail, 


— 9 — — — 
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Enes, quoth this griſly Ghoft, _ 

my whole delight while I did live, p 
Thee of all Men I loved moft, 4 
1 my Fancy and my Will did give: 
For Entertainment J thee gave, 
Uathankfully thou dig'ft my Grave. 


Therefore prepare thy fleeting Soul, 

to wander with me in the Air, 

|} Where deadly grief ſhall make it howl, 
lf becauſe of me thou took'ft no care: 
Delay no time, thy Glaſs is run, 

Thy day is paſt, thy Death is come. 
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O ftay a while, thou lovely Spright, 
be not ſo ready to convey 3 
My Soul into eterna{ Night, 
where it ſhall neer behold bright Day: 
O do not frown 3 thy angry look, 
Hath made my Breath my Life forſook, 


4 rr 


But woe is me, it is in vain, 
and bootleſs is my diſmal cry, 
Time will not be recall'd again, 
nor you ſurceaſe before I die ; 
| O let me live to make amends, 
1 Unto ſome of thy deareſt Friends. 
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But ſeeing thou obdurate art, 
and will no pitty to me ſhow, 


FhBeecauſe from thee 1 did depart, +I 
| - and left unpaid what I did owe 3 | | 
| I muft content my ſelf to take, || 
What Lot thou wilt with me partake. "> 
) And like one being in a Trance, 
a multirude of ugly Fiends: | 
About this woful Prince did dance, i 
no help he had of any Friends ; 16 

His Body then they took away, 1 
And no man knew his dying day. | 
- || 
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| 4 New BALLAD of King Edward and 


174 Jane Shore. 
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WI. ſhould we boaſt of Lais and his Knights, 
Knowing ſuch Champions intrapt with Who- 


1 (riſn Lights: 
Ot why ſhould we ſpeak of Thais Curled _ 
Or Rhodope that gave ſo many Men the 

| Read old Stories, and there you ſhall 


If Fave Shore ſhe was for England, Queen Fredrick was for 
France, 


1% Hoi ſoit qui mah bence. = To 
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(| | How Fane Shore, Fane Shore ſhe pleas'd K. Bast mind. 
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ak of the Amazons it were too long to tell. 
og wiſe of the Noel; Girls, how far they did excel g 
Thoſe wich Scythian Lads, engag d in ſeveral Fights, 
And in the Brave Venetian Wars, did foil mer 
Meſſaline and Fulia were Veſſels wond'rous brittle, 
But Fane Shore, Fane Shore took down K. Edward's Mettle. 
_ Fane Shore ſhe was, Go. 


* 
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Tbaleſtis of Ibormydon, ſhe was a doughty Wight z 
She Conquered Jullas King in the Exerciſe of . 
| Hercules flew the Dragon, whoſe Teeth were all of Braſs, 
Yet he himſelf became a Slave unto the Lydian Laſs, 
The Theban Semel lay with Fove, not dreading all his 


: (Thunder, 
But Jane Sbore overcame King Edward, altho he had her 


5 under. 
Fane Shore ſhe was, G. CET 
| 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| 


Hellen of Greece ſhe came of Spartan Blood, on 
Agricola and Creſſida they were brave Whores and good; 
Queen C/ytemneſtra boldly flew old Arthur's mighty Son, 
And Fair Harcyon pull'd down the Strength of Telamon, 
' Thoſe were the Ladies that caus'd the Trojan Sack, 


But Fave Shore, Fane Shore ſhe ſpoil'd K. Edward's Back, 
Fane Shore ſhe was, c. 


For this the Ancient Fathers did great Venus defy, 
Becauſe with her own Father Fove ſhe feared not to lie, 
Hence Clpid came who afterward reveng'd his loving 


(Mother, 
her own 


| (Brother 
And afterwards the Goddeſs kept Adonis for Reſerve, 


But Fane Shore, Fane Shore ſhe ſtretcht K. Ed ward's Nerve, 
Fane Shore ſhe Was, Oe. EE : 


And made kind Biblis do the like with Cornus 
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The Colchian Dame Medea her Father did betray, 
And taught her Lover Faſo! how the vigilant Bull to 


(ay; 


And after, thence convey'd her Father's golden Fleece; 
She with her Lover ſaild away in Argus Ship to Greece; 
But finding Faſor falſe, ſhe burnt his Wife and Court, 


But Fave Shore, Fane Shore ſhe ſhew'd King Edward ſport. 
Fane Shore ſhe was, Ge. 


 Romix of Saxony the Welch State overthrew ; 

Igrayn of Cornwal, Pendragon did ſubdue 

Queen Quiniver with Arthur fought ſingly hand to hand, 
In Bed, tho' afterward ſhe made horns on his head to 
| 5 | I tand; 
And to Sir Mordred Pidiſh Prince a Paramore became, 
But Fane Shore, Jane Shore ſhe made King Edward tame. 
" Fane Sbore ſhe was Oc. RES 


Marofia of Italy ſee how ſhe ſtoutly copes 
With Feſuzts, Priefis and Cardinals, and triple 1 
8 | ” Popes 5 

And with King Henry, Roſamond ſpent many Ke 
| Hour 

Till laftly ſhe was Poiſoned in Woodſtock fatal Bower; 
And Joan of Ark play'd in the Dark with the Knights of 
| [ Languedock, 

But Jane Shore met King Edward, and gave him Knock 
1 [for Knock. 
Fane Shore ſhe was Cc. wy 


Pafiphae we know play'd feats with the Cretan Bull, 
AndProſerpine t ho ſo Divine, became black Pluto's frulfs 
The Spaniſh Baud her ſtrumpets taught to lay Chal LAN 
| Fm aftride, 
But theſe and all the Curtezans Fane Skore did them de- 
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Pope Joan was right, altho ſhe did the Papal EE 
el 


But Fane Shore, Fane Shore, ſhe made * Edwar yeild, = | 


| Fane Shore ſhe was Oe. 


| Agetbocles and * did govern Egypt's King; | 
The witty Wench of Andover, ſhe was a pretty thing 4 N 
ar 


She freely took her Lady's place, and, with 87, — 8 
a » 

And with main force ſhe foil'd him quite; na he Vf 
1 ten ally d; 3 

For which brave act, he that her rack'd, gave her his 
__ _ [Lady's Land, 

But Fane Shore, Fane Shore King Edward did command, 

Fane Shore ſhe was Gc. 


of Phryne and of Lamva Hiftorians have related, ; 
How their Illuſtrious Beauties, two Generals Captivated | ; 


And they that in the days of yore kill'd Men and Sack d 


their Cities, 
In Honour of their Miſtreſſes compoſed Amorous Ditties, 


Let Flora gay with Romans play, and be a Goddeſs call'd, 
But Fane Shore, Fane Shore, King Edward ſhe enthrall'd. 


Fane Shore ſhe was Te, 


The Jolly Tanner's Daughter, Harlot of Normandy, 

She only had the happineſs to pleaſe Duke Robert's Eye; 
And Roxolana tho' a flave, and born a Grectan, 

Could with a Nod, command and rule Grand Seignior, 


[ Solyman; 


And Naples Joan would make them Groan that ardently 


[did love her, 
But Fane Shore, Fane Shore, King Edward he did Shove 


her. 
Fane Shore ſhe was Ce. b 
157 1 10 i 


Aſbatia doth of the Perſiur Brothers boaft, 
Though Cynebia joy in the Lampatbean Boy, Fane Shore 
(ſhall rule the Roaſt, 


Cleopatra lov d Mark Anthony, and Brownal ſhe did feats, 
But compar'd to our Virago, they were but meerly cheats, 


Brave Carpet Knights in Cuptd's Fights, their milk-white 
(Rapiers drew, 


But Fane Shore, Fane Shore 11 Edward did ſubdue. 


Fane Shore ſhe was Oe. 


8 


Hamlets inceftuous Mother, way. Gonne Bund f 


( Queen, 


And Circe that enchanting Witch, the like was ſcarfly 

| :""....+ {3 

Warlike Perthefile was an Amazonian Whore, 

' To Hellor and young Iraylus, both which did her adore, 

But Brave King Edward, who before had gain'd Nine 
(Victories, 


Was like a Bond. flave, fetter'd with Fane Sbore s all con- 


(qu' ring Thighs. 


Fane Shore ſhe was for. Engine, Queen Fredrick was 


|}. (for France 
| Aon far qui maly pence, | 


The 
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| Cocks and Hens from their Roofts did fly, 
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He Clock had ſtruck faith I can't tell what, 
But Morning was come as grey as a Cat; 


Grunting Hogs too, had left their 1 ET 
: When in a Vale, 
_ Carrying a Pai}, 
Siſsly her n:w Lover met Dapper Buy; ; 
Firſt they kiſſ'd, Ls. 
Then ſhook fiſt, LE 
Then talk, as fools * that 8 aft were to Marry. 
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Zooks ö 


s Pill to Page Melanchoh, 


Zooks ory'd Hall L .can't but think, | 
Now we are come to Wedlock brink, | | 
How pure a ftock twill be, how fine, | | 

When you put your e's mark to mine : : | 
Sa-iſs at that, 
. glowing hot, 7 
Buſs'd bim as if ſhe'd have burnt him to tinder ; : 4 

Thus they wooe, 
But ſee how 

Damm d Fate contrivd now the bargain to e 


— 
— 2 — 


Siu had got a Cold 1 ſuppo ſe, 

And twixt her fingers was blowing her Noſe, 

”  - Zarry, that Linen too wanted I doubt, 

}, Lent her his Glove, to ſerve for a Clout, 

[| Scraping low, 

73 Manners to ſhow, 5 1 

And tell her how much he was her adorer; — 
Pray mark the Joke, | 

| Leather thong broke, a Y 

And Breeches fell down to his Ancles before her, 5 


Siſs y who ſaw him thus diftreft, 
Pulls of her garter of woolen Lift, 
And with a (ly and leering look, ” : 
Baue it to mend up what was broke: [ 
Fumbling he, | 
| „ Gould not fee, - 
Wat he diſcover'd tho' e er he had ty'd all: 
i For juſt before, 
11 N Shirt was tore, 
Ard as the Devil would hav't ſhe had ſpy'd all. 


dhe gave him then ſo cold a Look, 
Diſcontent it plainly ſpoke, | 
Ani running from him near a Mile, 
He overtook her at a ile z 
| Too much aft, 
 Wlilk down aft, 
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And topſy turvy ſhe fell on her poll with't 


He ſeeing that, 
Runs with's Hat, 


But could not cover her C— for his ſoul with't. 
Have you not ſeen at Noon of Day, 


The Sun his glorious face diſplay ; 
So Sifsly ſhone with Beautys Rays, 
Reflecting from her Poſtern grace: 
Till at laſt, 
Strugling paſt, 


Wide ſprawling Legs were again ſet.in 0: der I 


But poor Hal, 
Since her fall, 


Stood juſt like one was found guilty of Murder, 
| The God of Love or elſe old Nick, 


ſure had deſigned this Deviliſh Trick, 
To make the Bridegroom and the Bride, 
with themſelves difſatish'd ; 
She grown Coy, 
CalFd him Boy, 


* He getting from her cry d Zounds Tou! ra rouzer; 


Foh, ſhe cry'd, 
By things ſpy'd, 


She had as lieve a meer Baby ſhould ſpouſe her. 
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| The Game at Pickquet. 
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1 WI Ithin an arbor of delight, 

. As ſweet as Bowers Elizian g 
Where famous Sidney us'd to write, 
 _* [Hately had a Viſion: 
NMethought beneath a Golden State, 
Ihe twins of chance obeying z 
Six of the World's moſt noted great, 

At Piequet were a playing. 


The firſt two were the brave Eugene, 
With Vil9y battle waging 3 

The next a Nymph that to bs Queen, 
her Monſieur was engaging; 

The Fleur de Lis bright Maintenon, 

With ſancti fied Carero; 

And next above the ſcarlet Don, 
Naſjaw with Gallic Nero. 
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The Game between the Martials Brave, 
Was held in diff rent caſes 3 "> 
The French- man got Quatorze of Knaves, 
But Prince Eugene four Aces: 1 
- 4 The t'other tho' his eldeft hand, 
Gave hopes to make a jeſt ont, 
' Yet now the point who ſooneſt gain d 
Could only get the beſt on't. 


From them I turn'd mine Eyes to ſee, 
The Church man and the Lady; 
| And found her plzas'd to high degree, 
"% her fortune had been fteadys 
The ſaints that cram'd the Spaniſh purſe, 
| © ſhe hop'd would all oblige her, 
For he had but a little Perſe, 
Whil'ft ſhe produc'd Quint-Major, 


| But now between the other two, 
An Empire was depending; 
225 Who calt'd in all the reft to view, 


The Art of their Contending : I 
The Monſieur had three Kings to win't, 
bo And was o'er Europe roaming 
+ But Naſſau's Point Quatorze and Quint 
| Won all and left him foaming. 
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In praiſe of the. Country, or a Farewel to Old So- 
dom, Set by Mr. Thomas Wroth. | 


Wu. in old Sodom would live a day, 
35 Grow deaf with ratling of Coaches, 
Where folly and nviſe is call'd brisk and gay 
And wit lies in ſtudying debauches, 


Wich Rtints, which ſmoak and rank foggs Roy 
Who'd be perfuming their Noſes, | 

That in the freſh Air of the Country may, 

Sit Cool under buſhes of Roſes, 


HP Ed FREE 
ES 


. 


—— — ÄÄ— — —— 


Pills to Purge Melanchoh. 
The fluſterd Bully there every day, 5 
At Cards and Dice cheats his Brother; 


5 And the Ladies come each night to the Play 
| to Laugh and rail at each other. 


| 4 S 

| The King his pleaſure in Belgica takes, 

| Dutch Boors get many a Guinny, 

And the courtly brood of powder'd young Rakes 
Each night are bubl'd by Squinney. 


Whilft we that breathing the Country Air, 
Hear no Street noiie nor ſuch howling, 

Our Innocent pleaſures do daily prepare 
With fiſhing, and ſhooting and Bowling, 


Some mornings early we hunt the Hare, 

Who life to pleaſure us loſes 

Or elſe if the Weather appears not fair 
— At home we regale on the Muſes, 


The charming pleaſures of Beauty and Loye, 
Sweet Cbloriz freely affords too; 

| When we meet each Evening in a lone Grove 

And ſing and bill as the Birds do. 


_ — — 
- 


5 She feeds on Jaſſimine and Nectar drinks 

—_ Whilſt ſhe we call a Town Madam 
I Infected till with foul ſuburb Rinks 

| and Damns her ſelf in old Sodom. . 


%P 
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The Cambrian Glory, an ODE, or, Memoirs of the 
Lives and Valiant Actiont, of the Ancient Britains; 
to be Sung every St. David's day. | 


= TSS 3 HEE N 


Pu: (4) who deſcended from Trojan ſtem, 
D fickt Ancient Albion alarm'd with his forces; 
From whom their Anceftors raiſe their ame, 
of whoſe brave deeds are ſo many diſcourſes: 
And when Romes Eagles aloft did ſore, 

valiant (b)CaraQacus with Conduct Glorious; 
Fought 'em till fate envying Britain power, 

gave up her Hero a prize to (c) Gſtorlus. 


(a) Brute Invaded Britain Anno, mun. 2855, (b) King of Brittain 
(e Lievienant in Britain for Claudius Imp, 


CH O- 


Cho. England take c autibn, &c. 


Who, when the firft mighty (e) Conquering King, 
5 Freedom and right they all held ſo dear, 


Rufus the next o'th* conquering Line, 


'  Dilts to Purge Melancholy. 
, Ss 6: © + 
England take caution, © % 
57 is fam'd Nation 3 
"AU agree, whilſt you are free, 
And rich and able: 


Friendly treat, you'll be great, 


Quarrel on, you're undone, _ 
Think on the bundle of Kods in the Fable, 


Fatal diviſion firft chang'd their Caſe, 
jealouſys needleſs and fears beyond meaſurez Þ © 


| Had they combin'd, Rome had Conquer'd leſs, 


nor had (d) Caſibelan ſold them to Car : 
But ſince that change they can ne er retrieye, 
leave we it here for example in ſtory z 
And now. to honour thoſe ſince did live, 
Charm the ſweet lyre with the Cambrian Glory, 


(d) Fr. Wm. Temples Introdud. to Hiſt. of England. 


Of ales and her noble Sons I fing, 
to whom my Muſe has his Trophy erected, 


All others quelV 4 yet remain'd unfubjetted : 


rather than yield up the glory of either; 
Handfuls of Men againft crowds appear, 
ſtoutly reſolving to dye altogethe, 


(e) vid. Stows Annals Wm. the conquerer. Anno, 1074, 


Cho. England take caution, &c, 


4 


ſpoyl'd a great Monarch by being a Miſer » 
He heavy Taxes * the Welch afhgn'd, 8 . 

which then to pay biu "cis known they were 
(f) vid. Stow 7 year of k. Wm. Rulus Anne logg. 


my 5 (m) vid. Stow. Anno. R. Hen, 4th. Anno. een 
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||| Bravely they faught tho! at laſt home fled, 
yet had the Victors no wonder to brag on, 


For till ith* mountains an Egg was laid, | 
that ſome years after grew up to a Dragon, | 


Cho. England take Caution, KC, 


(g Stephen and (b) Henry the firſt of the Name, 
did in each Reign prove the Griffiths Welch mettle ; 
And brave Cadwallader loft no fame, 
tho' by baſe treachery ſlain before Battle: 
Valiant K. Fob» (i) too by force of Arms, 
_ threatn'd bold Conan to leſſen his Bravery gz 
Jet thought fit after to come to terms, 


Welch-men were never yet huff'd into ſlavery. 


65 Anno. R. Steph. it, 36. ch) Hen. 2. Anno. R. 26. Arno, 
om. 1180. (1) K. John. Anno. 1212 | 


Cho. England take Caution, Oc. 


But what no force then could do on earth, 
policy in the next Reign well affected; 

Fox at Carnar van, (E) a Prince had birth, 
to whom as Country- men they all ſubjected: 


() Am'rous Lewellen too Charm'd with Love, 


Chang'd his renown for a Wedded condition; 
beauty's ſoft Joy did ſo powerful prove, 
That paying tribute, he veyl'd his Ambition. 


id Stow. Anno. R. Ed. 1}, 12. Anno, Dom. 1284. (1) vid. 
Baker R. K. Ed. it. | 8 


Cho. England take Caution. &c. 


Pierce Owen Glendower (m) did annals fill, 
when the fourth Henry the Hot - ſpur Infeſted; 
And in three Battles ſuch numbers kill, 
He like a Fury was fear'd and deteſted: 


Nor 


7 Pills to Purge Melancholy. © 
Nor was Bold Teuther (u) behind in fame, 
when glory call'd him or freedom excited; 


Who for eſpouſing the Royal Dame, 


ſoaring too high had his Luftre benighted, 7 
. vid Baker Hen, 6th. beheaded for marrying the © 
Kings Mother. | Ea 


Cho. England take Caution, c. 


Undaunted Vaughn is ne er forgot, 

Meridith Fenkin, nor Morgan ap Reuther ; 
All lain at Edgcott (o) that fatal ſport, 

whilt others follow'd the fortune of Teuther : 
With many more of renown'd account, 

who prov'd that day by their yaliant endeayour ; 
None, Britiſh valour could &er ſurmount, 

none Cer in Battle behay'd themſelves braver. 


(0) Battle at Edgcott 9. Ed. 4th. Anno. 1469. 
Cho. England take Caution, &c, 


And now at laſt I muſt boldly fing, 
of the fam d Leek ſo regown'd in old ftory g 
Firft wore in fight (y) as a famous thing, +< , 
Wales to diftinguiſh in conquering glory: 
Coxcomes may laugh at they know not what, 
whilft to the wiſe I affirm this Relation - 
Roſes (q) for Trifles great fame have got, 
onycns (r) been deified on leſs occaſion,” 
(p) Leh firll worn in honour of a great Victory won by 
the elch, when each by wearing one in his batt was 
diſtinguiſht from their foes. (q) Badges of the Jarys 
twixt York and Lancalter. (r Onyons ador'd by 
Egyptian as Gods. | 


Cho, England take Ca tion, Ge. 


1 
Mer in 
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Merlin (v) the fam'd who her Native was | 
| prophecy'd ftill the true worth of this Nation, 
Equal to all if they not ſurpaſs, , ö | 
| for Honour, Courage & Arts in each ftation : | | 
Had their Crofs Stars made em e er unite, | 

and againſt foes jointly done their endeavour ; 
| Englands proud Name had ne'er ſeen the light, RT 
. But Britain held up her Title for ever. $ {+ 

(s) Merlin the Miracle of his Time born in Britain, 


- CHORUS. 

Therefore tale cantion, © | Fon 5 

| By this brave Nation, — 2 

agree, whilſt you are free, 5 | 

| and Ricb and able; ? 

Friendly treat you'll be great, 
uarrel on, you're undone, 


| Think on the bundle of Rods in the Fable, 
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An Iriſh Mooing. i 
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I NErmor lov'd Sbeela well and ſtrove her heart to gain, 
no mortal tongue can tell Dermor's great pain; a8 

And ftill be cry'd Sheela gra, Sbeela joy, Sbeela joy, 1 
ſtill he cry'd Sbeela joy wilt thou be mine. ul 


I have Six Sheep my Joy, Ten Goats and Twenty Swine, i 
All dees I'll give to dee if doul't be mine; = | 

And ftill he cry'd Sheela gra, Sbeela joy, Sbee/a joy. 
Still he cry'd Sbecla joy wilt thou be mine. 


T haye Puttatoes, and good bonny Clabber too, 
Ruſcan and ergy e you may ſlabber you, 
Arra take me den, Sheela jay, Sbee/a joy, Sbeela joy, 
Take me then, Sheela joy, and make me thine. 


Arra ſpeak to me. Sheela joy, what makes thy mout ſo | 

If you will be wid me, queeſe my great thumb; (dumb, 

| Arra ſqueeſe it dear, Sbeela joy, Sbeela joy, Sheela pr. 
c queeſe it hard Sbee /a gra, till the blood come, 


1 


| At Newbury that fatal place, 
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A Warning to all Cuſtard Eaters, 


4 
&. 


Et TJotnam Court and Iſtington, 
and Padington allo 
Attend with Lamentation, 
unto a Tale of woe, 


\ Altho” tis ſtrange tis true no doubt, 


of it you may be ſure 
Tt is into the News-books put, 
there's nothing can be truer, 


i Of many feveral ſorts of Death, 


I oft have heard I wis; 


| * But ne'er knew any loſe his life, 


by ſuch a cauſe as this, - 


* 


where many a Man was muſter'd; 
And loft his life, oh there it was, 
2 youth was ſlain with Cuſtard, 


In that ſame myriſh bloody Fenn, 
as once it did appear | 


Ox Eſſex and his Cuſtard men, 


did choak the Cavalier. 


There 


FIR Yoo " go e 
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There liv'd this pretty aper youth, 

who was of little ſtature: 
Sbuff was his name in very truth, 


and tender was his nature. 


He with a boy a wager laid, 

2 Cuſtard he would eat: 

Before the boy ſhould run ſo far, 
and back again retreat, 


The people all afſembed were, 


to ſee this peice of wit; 
They were agreed and ſtarted fair, 
this ran the other bit. | 


| The nimble lad did run and laugh 


ſo through the way he ſcowr'd ; 


That he was coming back, e' er half, 


The Cuſtard was devoured. 


The eating Champion ſeeing that, 
much li 1 baſtard; 

Clapt to ther half into his Throat, 
and choak't himſelf with Cuſt ard. 


This ſuffocating Cuſtard wrought; 


within his gullet ſo 


That the ground he tumbled down, 


Ah woful overthrow. 


Two - pence in Cuſtard did him choak, 
and brought his Courage down ; 

When Death ftrook him 'twas thought he took, 
the cream of all the Town, | | 


. 1 Mend, 


One ſpark of fire conſumes a houſe, 
! ſmall priſon makes one pant 

The ſword-fiſh mortifies the Whale, 
the Mouſe the Elephant, - 


But never did I ſee that throat, 
under my Lord- -Mayor' s roof; 

| Unleſs they brought it ſcalding hot, 
| that was not Cuſtard proof. 


Let thisa warning be to thoſe, 
j/) that go to ington; 
Cuſtard will kill experience ſhows, 
" as ſoonasany Gum, 


Beware how you on holidays, 
abroad do feaft your wives; 

For they that feed on Cuſtard go, 
in danger of — lives. 
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To the Tune of Turn again Whittington &c. 
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He dyd in ſuch a trim, no NE can en it, 
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There is no weapon like long ſpoon and Cuſtard, 
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Woohourn Fair. A ! Hialague bern berween Dick and Doll. 
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Note the temb Line of each Verſe, js 10 o be left out at the ſe- 
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He, 


| 7 D“ 


Are frisking now at the Fair: : 

- Nimble Katy, whoſe foot's ſo pretty, 

No nor Suſan, with new rufſet Shooes on, 

No nor Ellen, with great be!ly ſwelling, 

Can for Dancing with Doll compare. 

| Zogke then prithee my ſweeteft Dear; 
$ Z | 


come be brisk and jolly, 
Since Harveſt's home, 
And Ralph and Moly, 


Fye Dick: you make me ſo proud when you tell me; 5 


That none of our Laſſes excel me; 
Nay faith 1 can gueſs your defign too, | 
With the Loſs of your own you'd have mine too; 
But I hope I ſhall mend the caſe; 
For toying and coying, D 
Come ſhort of enj»ying 
And tho I let Loobies, 
Of't finger my Bubbies: 
Who think when they kiſs me, 
That they ſhall. poſſeſs me, 
With flight invifation, 
3 Fall to my Collation. . 
Not a bit till the Prieſt has ſaid grace. 
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With Pip't and Drum; 1 
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Could you gueſs when firſt T woo'd you, 
I thought of les, AN 
1 cloſe perſu'd you, 
2 Abandon'd Beſs; 
To gain dear Dolly's good will, 
My endeayours to Pleaſe you eyer, 
And to marry ſweet Doll of the Dairy, 
Fo by kiſſing firft nought will be miſſing, 
Grant a taſt till my Belly I fill, 
i Toſs Ods Bud wou'd do rarely well. 
Shes, 8 
No, no, your cunning ſhall never deceive me, 
Shou'd I let you you'd pteſently leave me; 7 
Tho' ſomething you now may be wanting, 
Ihe appetite cloys with conſenting z 
And the Paſſion does ſoon decay: 
: Tho' our ears you wou'd tickle, 
We're falſe as you're fickle, 
And mind not your ſwearing, | 
Falſe oaths and declaringz 4 
Your amorous nonſenſe, 
Nor love dated long fince z © 
For by late forbearance, 
ſt I know by experience, 
|| There's few till their pound will obey. 
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The Sea Fight, in 92. Sett by Mr. Ackeroyde. 


e 


kr ee 


18 — in the Morn the Ides of May, 
1 Recorded for ever the famous ninety two; 
l - Brave Rue did diſcern by dawn of day, 
The lofty fails of France advancing now, 
All hands aloft, aloft let Engliſp volour ſhine, 
Let fly a Culverin the ſignal for the line; 
Let every hand ſupply his Gun, 
Follow me and you'll ſee, © »& 
That the Battle will be ſoon begun . 
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JTourville on the Main triumphant rowl'd - Ko 
To meet the gallant Ruſſe ! in combat on the deep 
He led the noble train of Heroes bold, 
To fink the Enghſh Admiral at his Feet: 
Now every valiant mind to victory doth aſpire, 
The bloody fight's begun the Sea it ſelf on Fire; 
© And mighty Fate ftood looking on, | 
Whilſt a flood all of blood, 
Fill'd the Port-holes of the Royal Sun. 


Sulphur Smoak and Fire difturb'd the Air, 
With thunder and wonder affright the Gallick ſhoar g 
There regulated bands ftood trembling near, 

To ſee the lofty ftreamers now no more; 


At fix a clock the Red, the ſmiling victors led, 


To give a ſecond blow the fatal overthrow 3 
Now death: and horror equal reign, 
Now they cry run or dye, 

Britiſh colours ride the vanquiſh'd main: 


See they fly amaz'd through Rocks and Sands, 
One danger they graſp at to ſhun the greater fate 
In vain they cry for aid to weeping lands, 
The Nymphs and Sea-Gods mourn their loft eftate 3 
For ever more adieu thou Royal dazling Sun, 


| From thy untimely end thy Mafters fate begun; 


En: ugh thou mighty God of War, 
Now we fing bleſs the King, 
Let us drink to every Engliſh Tarr, 
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The Honeſt Mars Fortune ; Set by Mr. Thomas 
r 5 | 


2 
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"I'S m'ghty ſtate of Cuckoldom,byMatrim-ny thrives 


It is a nc ver - failing portion, paid us by our Wives; 44 


As we alc told, 4:3: 
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The charter of each Nation, 
In Paleſtine it did ſubdue, 
The circumciſed hard hearted Jew, 
And tis a Chriftian diſpenſation, | 
5 | | [ grees, 
Each jarring Kingdom of the World, in this one point a- 
Thus Cuckoldom, may well be cal'd th' united provinces; 
It does inveft, 
With ample creſt, 8 
Min. — beer van. —plucben.— Hans; 
Cuckolds are made Grandees of Spain, 
And ev'n in Italy they reign, 
And they are Alamode of France. 


The Perſſan, Few, Mabometan, the Proteſtant and Roman, 


Owe what they are to the intrigues and kindneſs of a 


(Woman; 
What ſhe's beſtow'd, A 
They count no load, 
Nor think their horns oppreſſion 
For ſure no ſot can be ſo blind 
As to efteem a Wife unkind, 
That largely adds to his Poſſeſſion. 
| ; (in three claſſes, 
Yet ſome will call poor Cuckolds beaſts, and range them 
The Goat-Cuckolds, the Ram-Cuckolds and we all know 
The Goats ne'er mind, (they're Aſſes. 
Their horns behind; 
Large creſt the Ram adorns, 
Which on his brow in terror lies, 
Hanging in judgment o'er his eyes 
And Aſſes take their ears for Horns, 


** 5 | . 


Bluſhing, Sighing, Melting, Dying, Looks would charm 
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Firſt Strain. © 
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O 1 bappy, happy Groves, Witneſs of our 1 
Oh ! happy, happy _ where firft our vous 

( were made; 


(a Jove; 

A Thovſand pretty things ſhe ſaid and all was Lore; ; 
But Corinna perjur'd proves, and torſakes the ſhady 
(Groves 3 


When I ſpeak of mutual joys ſhe kaows not whatT mean 
Wanton glances fond careſſes now no more are ſeen, 
Since the falſe —_— Fair left the flowry Green. 


(pbon was betray'd : 
Mourn ye Nymphs that ſporting play'd, where poor Stre- 
There che ſecret wound ſhe gave, when I was made $1 
| (ber flave, Vi 
D Ti- 
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| ; Pillycock. Set by My. Tho. Wrath. 
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Hock came to my Lady's Toe, 
And there the Whoteſoa began to go: 
Had he feet, 
I marry had he ? 
And did he BO, 
I marry did he ? 
Faͤo bolt upright and ready to fights 
And Pillycock be lay there all night, 


Pillycock came to my Lady's Heel, 
And there the whoreſon began to feel; 
Had he hands, 
I marry had he? 
And did he fre), 
| I marry did hc 9 
E o folk right Sc. 
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pilycock ca came to my Lady's cia, 
And there the whoreſon began to gt in; 8 
h Had he teeth, 
I marry had he? 
And did he grin, 
I marry did he? 
So bolt upright, &c. 


Pillycock came to my Lady's knee, 


And there the Whoreſon began to ſee, 


Had he eyes, 

I marry had he? 

And did he ſee, 

I marry did he ? y 
So bolt upright, &c. 


Pigycock came to my Lady's thigh, 
And there the whoreſon began to * 3 
Had he wings, 
I marry had he? 
And did he fly, 
I marry did he? 
So bolt upright, cc. 


Pillycock came to my Lady's Sg —, 
And there the Woreſon began to hunt 5 
Had he hounds, 
I marry had he? 
- And did he hunt, 
I marry did he? 
So bolt upright, &c. 


Piliycock came to my Lady's quilt. 
And there the Whoreſon began to tilt, 
Had he a Lance, 
1 marry had he? 
Aud did he tilt, 
I marry did he ? 
o bolt upright, &c, 
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A Cure for the Green- Sickneſs Maid. 
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$ fair 0linds fitting was, 
Beneath a ſhady Tree; 
Much Love I did profeſs to her, 
And ſhe the like to me: 
But when 1 kiſs'd her lovely lips, 
And preſt her to be kind; 
She Cry'd Oh no, but I remember, 
Womens words are wind. 


I hugg'd her till her breath grew ſhort, 
Then farther did intrudeg - 

she ſcratch'dand ftrugg!'d modeſtly, 
and told me I was rude ; 


I begg'd her pardon Twenty times, 


. And ſome concern did-teignz _ 
But like a bold pre! mprious liner, 
Did the like again. 
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At laft I did by dalliance raiſe, 
Ihe pretty Nymphs defireg 
Our inclinations equal were, 
And mutual was our fire : 
Then in the height of joy ſhe cry'd, 
Oh | 'm undone I fear; 
| Oh! kill me, ftick me, ſtick me, 
0 Kill me, kill me quite Wy dear. 


3 


— | 


. Sent 2 Mr. Jon Clark. 


| By ! what's come to my Mother, 

: that every day more than other ; 
My true age ſhe wou'd ſmother, 
And ſays I'm not in my Teens: 

: Tho' my Sampler I've ſown too, 

My Bib and my Apron out grown too 


At D 3 


Song in the Bath, Or Weſtern-Laſs; by Mr. Tho: 
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Baby quite away thrown too, | 4 
I wonder what tis ſhe means, j 
When our Fohn do's ſpueeze my Hand, — 5 
And calls me Sugar ſweet; : ty 
My breath almoſt fails me, : 


I know not what ails me, | 

My Heart do's ſo heave and ſo beat. 4 

J have heard of deſires, 2 
From Girls that have juft been of my years; 9 
Love compar'd to ſweet Bryers, f 


That hurts, and yet do's pleaſe : | 
Is Love finer than Money, | 
Or can it be ſweeter then Honey 2. 


Im poor Girl ſuch a Toney . \ 
Evads that I cannot gueſs, J 
But I'm ſure 1'll watch more near, ; 
T here's ſomething, that truth will ſhew ; 
For if Love be a Bleſſing, 
To pleaſe beyond kiſſing, | : 
I || Our Jmue and our Butler do's know, 4 
1 
|| 
hi 
| 
The 


1 She kept her at home for to welcome her gueſs, 


SE 4 
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When one pot was out he call'd for another, 
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The Trooper Wen bis Nag. 
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here was an old Woman liv'd under a bill, 
Sing Trolly lolly, lolly, lolly, lo; 
She had good Beer and Ale for to ſell, 
Ho, ho, had ſhe ſo, had ſhe ſo, had ſhe ſo: 
She had a daughter her name was Siſs, 1 
Sing Trolly lolly, lolly, lolly lo; — 


Ho, ho, did ſhe ſo, did ſhe ſo, did ſhe ſo. 


There came a Trooper riding by, ; 
Sing trolly, &c, | 
He call'd for Drink moſt plentifuly, 1 
Ho, ho, did he ſo, &c. 


Sing trolly, &Xc. | 
He kiſs'd the Daughter before the Mother, 
Ho, ho, did he fo, &c. | 
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And when night came on, to Bed they went, In 
Sing trolly, Ge. nm 
It was with the Mother's own conſent, | TY | | 
Ho, ho, Was it ſo, Se * 1 ; 
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Quoth ſhe what is this ſo ſtiff and warm, 
ſing trolly, Ce. 
*Tis Ball my Nag he 45 hay you no harm, 
bo, ho, wont he ſo, 


Zut what is this hangs under his chin, 


ſiag trolly, Ce. 


Lis the bag he puts his provender i in, 


ho, ho, is it ſo, Ge. f 
Qyoth he what is this? Quoth ſhe tis a Well : 

ſing troly, Cc. | 
Where Ball your Nag may drink his fl, 

ho, ho, may he ſo, Ve, 


But what if my Nag ſhould chance to flipin 
fing troly, &c, 

T hen catch hold on the Graſs that grows on the brim, 
ho, ho, muſt 1 ſo, A 


But what if the Graſs ould chance to fail, 


ſing troly, Ce. 
Shove him in by the head pull him out by the tail, 
2 ho, muſt I ſo, Ge. | 5 


3 


A Trips to the Jubilee ; the Tune ny Mr. R. Loe, 
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Ome bring us Wine in plenty, 
We've Money enough to ſpend 3 
I hate to ſee the pots empty, | 
A man cannot drink to's Friend : | F 
Then drawer bring up mote Wine, 
And merrily let it paſs : | ö 
We'll drink till our faces do ſhine, 11 
He that wont may look like an Aſs: - Bi 
And we'll tell him ſo to his face, 
Ik öhe offers to balk his glaſs, 

8 For we defy all ſuch dull Society. 


Tis drinking makes us merry, 
And Mirth diverts all Care; 
A Song of hey-down dercy, 
Is better then heavy Air: 
Make ready quickly my Boys, 
And fill up your glaſſes higher: 
For we'll preſent with Huzzas, 
And merrily all give fire; 
Since drinking's our deſire, 
And friendſhip we admire, 


For here we'll tay, ne er call Drawer what's to pay. 
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The Good FELLOW. 
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12 s be jolly fin our Glaſſes, 
madneſs tis for us to think; 
How the World is rul'd by Aſſes, 

| | that o'er [way the wiſe with Chink ;. 
Det not ſuch vain thoughts oppreſs us, 
riches prove to them a ſnare; 
We are all as rich as Cræſus, 

| drink your glaſſes take no care. 

|| Wine will make us freſh as Roſes, 

| 1 and our ſorrows all forget; 

| | Let us ſuddle well our Noles, 

| if drink our ſelves quite out of debt: 

0 When Grim death is looking for us, 
ubilſt we're ſinging o'er our Bowis; 
: l  Bacebus.joyning in our Chorus, 

| death. de Fart here's none but Souls. 


| 
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A New Song in the Farce, calbd the Stage- Coach. 
Sett by Mr. John Eccles, and Sung by Mr. Dogget. 
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whiſtling, and GT Coach-man drives on, 5 
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Dobin hay ho, ha Jecur p- geeip, geevp E ho, 
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Dobin hay ho. 
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In Coaches thus ſtrowling, 
Who wou'd not be rowling - 
With Nymps on each ſide, 
Still prattling and playing; 
Our Knees interlaying, 
We ſmerrily ride, 
With a bay, &c. 


Here chance kindly mixes, 
All ſorts and all ſexes, 
More Females than Men, 
We ſqueeſe em we eaſe em 
The jolting does pleaſe em, 
Drive jollily than, 
With a bay, &c. 


The harder you're driving, 
'The more 'tis reviving, 
Nor fear we to fall, 
For if the Coach tumble, 
We ll have a rare Jumble, 
And then uptails all. 
i Piib a bay, &c. 
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Strephon and Cloris : Or the * Shepherd and kind | i 
] Shepherdeſs. 
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But ſhe with Charms dotb bim ſo fetter, 
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He's fearful that bis Flocks frould 0 ever; | 
And from ber kind Embraces would away; 


That for 10 ftay be find: it is better: 
When Flocks, and Herds, and Concerns do fail, 
Love muſt be ſatisfied, and will prevail, 


8 e 


11 you ſleep any longer, 
Our flocks they will rar. 


A H ! Chloris awake, 


It is all abroad day, 


| 62 Bills to Buge Melancholy, 


Tue ſtill, my dear Shepherd, 

| |] And do not riſe yet, 

For tis a cold windy Morning, 
And beſides it is wet. 


My Cbloris make haſte, 

For it is no ſuch thing, 
Our time we do waſte, 
For the Lark is on wing; 


$i 
| | Beſides I do fancy, 

I hear the young Lambs, 
ij Cry, Ba, ba, ba, ba, 

| For the loſs of their Dams, 


My Shepherd I come, 
Though I'm all over ſorrow; 
Zut I ſwear II not love you, 
+ If you riſe ſo to Morrow; 
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Por methinks tis unkind, 
Thus early to rile, 

And not bid me good Morrow, 
| Brings tzars from my eyes. 


Ob! hark my dear Chloris, 
Before thou ſhalt Weep; 
Peu ſtay to embrace thee, 
| neglecting my ſheep ; 


| | My flocks they may wander, 
one hour, two, or three; 
But if T loſe thy Favour, 
T I ruin'd ſhall be. 


I Toy my dear Shepherd, 
Et; To hear the ſay lo; 
It eaſes my heart of, 
{ Much Sorrow and Woe ;. 
And 


rr. 


And for thy reward; 
J will give the a kiſs; 


And then thou ſhalt tafte, 


Of a true Lovers Bliſs, 


But Chloris behold now, 

Bright Phæbus his Beams 3 
Invites us to go, 3 

To the murmuring Streams & 


I hear the brave Huntſmen, 
Doch follow the Cry; 

And makes the Woods ring, 
Yet how Sluggiſh am J. 


The Hounds and the Huntſmen, 
May follow the Chace; 
Whilſt we en joy pleaſure, * 
In a far better place: 


Thou know'ft my dear Shepherd, 


There is no Delight; 
Like Lovers enjoyment, 
From Morning till Night, 


Alas! my dear Chloris, 


What doft thou require; 
The care of my Flocks, 
Doth abate my. defire : 


| The Lambs are new yeaned, 


And tender for prey 


; And I fear the fly Wolf, 


He ſhould bear them away. 


| My Lore, do not fear it, 
The Wolfhe is fl-q, 
Io take up his Lodging, 

In his moſſy oed: 235 
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Then let me imbrace thee, 
_ Whilſt we do agree; 


And I do promiſe to go, 


Thou ſhalt after be free. 


Ah! Chloris, thy words, 
Are ſo powerful to me; 


That 1 could be willing, 


Io tarry with thee z 


Therefore to content thee, 
One hour I will fray, 

But 1 vow, by God Cupid, 
1 will then go away. 


Now I have my Wiſhes, 
Dear Shepherd, we'll part; 


Although thou doft carry, 


Away my poor heart ; 


I bleſs the great Gods, N 
That to Lovers are kind; 


To bring us together, 


ſuch bliſs for to find. 


Then farewel dear Chloris, 


_ Till I ſee thee again, 
For now I will hafte to, 
My flocks on the plain: 


Where I will record, 
Thy true Love in ſuch Rhimes 2 


For ſhepherds to admire, x 


In lucceeding times. 


The 


Bill to | Pe Melanchoh. 
The long Vocation; Or, 4 New Touch of the Times: : 


with the Comical Humours of New Bethlem, Dr. 
Trothers the never- born Doctor, and the "ue 
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IN the long vention, 

1 When Buſineſs was ſcafity, 
But Cherries, and Whores, 

. Extraordinary Plenty. 


When News came to England, 
The beſt e er was known, 

All our Armies Victorious, 
The French overthrown. 


When Quality withdrew, | 
Io their Grottos of Pleaſure 
And Ladies to the Wells, 

To ſpend their Lords Treaſure, 


When decripped old Sinners, 

To the bath did reſort, 
For venerial Diſtempers, - 
As well as the Sport, 


— 
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When the Red Robe was gone, 
Io the Country aſſtzes, 
And Butchers, and Carmen, 
Mere fighting of Prizes. 


| When Orthodox alſo, 
| From the Pulpit did roar; 
*T was the Sins of the Nation, 
Made our Taxes ſo ſore» 


| | When young Golden Captains, 

| Did walk the Parade 3 
But a draught once in mation, 
Were always afraid. 


When the Cits did retire, 

Io their Country-Houſes; 

Leaving Servants at home, 
To lye with their Spouſes. 


When Wives too would junket; 

i While their Cuckolds did ſlee p; 
And ſpend more in a Night, 

[/] Then they got in a Week. 


[| When high topping Merchants, 

| Were daily beſet | 

And Statutes of Bankrupts, 
Fill'd half our Gazzet. 


When Lawyers had not Money, 
Nor Shop keepers Trade; 

And our Nation pre paring, 

| | Another to invade. 


When the ſeaſon was too hot, 
For the goggle ey'd Jew,; 
To excerciſe their Faculties, 
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When Innsof Court Rakes, l 

; And quill-driving Prigs; 

Flock d to St. Fames's, 0 99 5 To 
Io ſhew their long Wiggs. 4108 


When Sodomites were ſo impudent, 
1 To ply on the Exchange; 
And by day-light the pizza's 
Of Covent-Garden to range. 


When the Theatre filts, 
Would S——ve for a Crown, 
And for want of brisk Trading, 
Pattrol'd round the Town. 


When Debauches of both Sexes, 4 
From Hoſpitals crept, T's 

Where Nine Months, at leaſt, 1 
In Flannel they ſlept. 


When Drapers ſmug d Prentices, 
With Exchange Girls moſt jolly, 
After Shop was ſhut up, 
Could Sail to the Folly. 


When the Amorous Thimberkins, 
In Pater. noſter-Row; 8 

With their Sparks on an Evening, 
Could Coach it to Bow. 


When Poets and Players, | | | 
Were ſo damnable poor, i 

That a Three-penny Ordinary, 
They often would Score, | 


When De Foe and the Devil, 
At Leap-Frog did play; 

And huffing proud Vintners, - 
Broke eyer Y day . 
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When Chamber-Maids dreſfs'd, 
| Ta their Miſtreſſes Cloaths 3 
! Walk'd in all publick places, 
10 Ogle the Beaus, 


I When tally-Men had no Faith, 
. With Strumpets and Whores; 
But nap'd them in the ſtreets, 

By Dozens and Scores. 


i When Informers were Rogues, 
And took double pay; 


Much worſe then the perſons, 


They are hir'd to betray. 


When Serj-ants were ſo vigilant, 
Twas impoſſible to ſhame em 
s impoſſible m 3 
But whip ſee Feebro, immediately, 
_ G— Eternally D-— em. 


When Brewers to the Vidtualers, 
Wass ſo curſed ſevere; 
They ſcarce would give Credit, 
For a Barrel of Bear. 3 


Thus is it not evident, 
Tap-laſhes don't thrive; 
Since they ſwarm in moſt Priſons; 
Like Bees in a Hive, 


But you Blue Apron Tribe, 
Let this caution prevail; 

Be not too Saucy, 
| Left you Rot in a Goal. 


At this Juncture of time, 

I ftrou!'d to Moor. Fields; 
Much us'd by the Mob, 
„I ͤexcerciſe their Heels. 


Alſo 
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* Alfofam'd for a Conjurer, 

The Devil's head proftory 

Where a little below him, 
Dwells the never born Docter. 


Two ſuch impudent Raſcals, 
For Lying and prating g 
That the ſeries of their Lives, 
Is not worth my Relating, 


e 


My Pockets being lind'd well, 
With Rino good ſtore; 
And inclinations much bent, 
After a thing call d a Whore, 


To gratifie my luſt, 
I went to the Star: 
1 Where immediatly I cſpy'd, 
i A Whore in the Bar, 


Whoſe Phiz was moſt charming, 
And as demure as a Saint 
But con——— ly bedaub'd, 
With Patches and Faint, 


Sweet Lady Cry'd I, 
I yow and protec : 

The Sght of your Charms, 
Have ſo wounded my Breaſt. 


That T am down right in Love, 
And my Life ſhall Deſtroy g 

If you do not admit me, 
Your Favour to enjoy, 


Cringiag in her A 
The B then reply'd, 
My favour kiad Sir, 
Shall never be deny'd. * 


Will you pleaſe to walk up, 

Or be private below, tnt, 

Here Boy with a Bed in't, 
The Gentleman ſhow, 


Then backwards we went. 
Toa Cavern behind; 
But luch an intricate place, 
The Devil could not find, 


Where Wine being brought, 
And the Fellow withdrawn; 
I careft her with Love, 
She made a return, 


No Pigs in aStye, 
Or Goats in bad Weather; 
E'er nuf}l'd ſo cloſe, 
Or more Amorous together, 


We kifs'd and we bill'd, 
We Tickled and Toy'd ; 

And more then once, i 
Our {clves we Enjoy'd. 


But the Reckoning grew high, 
Which would make my pocket low, 
So how for to bilk em, 
I did not well know. 


But at laſt by a ſtratagem, 
Pretend ing to raſly; 

While ſhe went for more Wine, 

I whip'd into an Ally. 


And was fo dexterous nimble, 
They could not purſue ; 

So got rid of my Miſtreſs, 

And DO Reckoning too. 
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Recovering the Fields, 
I was void of all fear; 

And the next place to Bedlam, 
My Courſe 1 did ſteer. 


Where was ſuch amphibious Crowds, 
I ne'er ſaw before, | 
Harlots for the Water, 
At well as the Shore, 


But one above the reft, 
So wond'rous Trim; 

You would ſwear ſhe was a Hick, 
And no common Brim, 


Accofted me preſently, 
And call'd me her Love 

But I ſoon did diſmiſs her, 
With a Kick and a Shove. 


For the Jade was ſo homely, 
The D-—- would not touch her 
Fit only for a Dcay-man, 
Or White-Chappel Butcher, 


But had not walk'd long, 
Before a rare one I eſpy'd;_ 

Bright as a Goddeſs, 3 
And adorn'd like a Bride. 


With a rich Furbelo Scarff, 
Worth at leaft Forty Shilling, 
And when 1 ask'd her a queſtion, 
Was extraordinary willing, 


So to the Tavern we went, 
A curſe on the Place 

For her Love was ſo hot, 
It ſoon fir d my A. 
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Where after a Flask, 


Which I ſwore ſhe ſhould pay: 
We took both our leaves, 
And went ſtrait away. 


The Plague of my Sins, 
Made me damnable Sore, 
That my wife ſoon concluded, 
I'd been with a W—, 


She ſcolded ſo Loud, 


And continu'd her Clamour, 


I could not forbear, 


But to C—— her and D-— her. 


We made ſuch a Noiſe, 
And con ed a Racket; 


My Landlady knew, 


I'd been ſearching the Placket, 


And being good natur'd, 
To make up the matter, 


| Came down in her Smock, 


With Jenny her Daughter, 


Ah! Tennant (quoth She,) 


Let this fault be remitted, 
If be beg bus your Pardon, 
He ſhall be acquitted. 


For to ſpeak by the by, 
And I'm ſure tis fact, 


You and 1 have been guilty, 


Of many ſuch Act. 


New 
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He Golden Age is come, 

The Winer Storms are gone, 

The Flowers do ſpread and bloom, 
And ſmile to ſee the Sun, 


Who daily guilds each Grove, 

And calms the Air and Seas * 

Dame Nature ſeems in Love, 
And all the World's at «aſe, 


You Rogue £0 Saddle Bal, 
Vie to New-Market ſcour; 
You never mind when I call, 
I ſhould have been there this hour. 


For there is all ſporting and Game, 
Without any Plotting of State; 
From Whigs, and another ſuch Sham, 

Deliver us, deliver us, Oo Fate. 


Let's be to each other a prey, 

To be cheated by every ones Lot g 
Or. chous'd any fort of way, 

But by another damn'd PLOT. 
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Let Cullies that loſe at the Race, 
Go venture at Hazzard, and win; 
And he that is bubbl'd at Dice, 
Recoyer't at Cocking again: 


Let Jades that are founder'd be bought, 
Let Jockeys play Crimp to make ſport, 

For faith it was ſtrange methought, 

To ſee Tinker beat the Court. 


Each corner of the Town, 

Rings with perpetual Noiſe g 

The 9fter-bawling Clown, 
Joyns with hot Pudding Pies, 


And both in Conſort keep, 
To vend their ftinking Ware, 
The drouzy God of Sleep, 

Hath no dominion there, 


Hey boys ! the Jockeys roar, 

If the Mare and the Gelding run, 
TIl hold ye Five Guineys to Four, 
He beats her, and gives half a Stone. 


| > G— D—me, quoth Bully, *tis done, 

1 Or elſe I'm a Son of a Whore; 

And fain would I meet-with a man, 

Would offer it, would offer it once more. 


See, ſee the damn'd fate of the Town ! 
A Fop that was ftarving of late, 
And ſcarcely could borrow a Crown, 
Pats in to run for the Plate. 


Another makes chouſing a Trade, 
And dreams of his projects to come, 

And many a Crimp Match has made 

By bubbing another mans Groom. 


3 
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The Townſmen are Whiggiſh, G— Rot em ; 
Their Hearts are but Loyal by Fits, 
For ſhou'd you ſearch to the bottom, 
They're as nafty as the ſtreets. 
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But now all hearts beware, 
See, ſee on yonder Downs ! 
Beauty now Triumphs there, 
And at this diftance wounds. 


In the Amazonian Wars 
Thus all the Virgins ſhone, 

And like the glittering Stars, 
Paid Homage to the Moon, 


Love proves a Tyrant now, 
And there doth proudly dwell, 
For each ftubborn Spirit muſt bow, 
He has found a new way to kill. 


For ne*cr was invented before, 

Such Charms of additional grace, 

Nor has Divine Beauty ſuch pow'r, 
In ev'ry, in ev'ry fair Face. 


{ Ods bud! cries my Country-man John, 
Was ever the like before ſeen? 
By Hats and the Feathers they've oa, 
Iſe took them all for men. 


= Embroidered, and fine as the Sun, 
Their Horſes with Trappings of Gold, 

ouch a light I ſhall ne'er ſee again, 

If I live to a hundred years old. 


This, this is the Countrys diſcourſe, | 
All wondring at the rare ſights 

Then, Roger go ſaddle my Horle, 
For I will be there to night. 
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Plain Proof ruin'd: Or, a grand Cheat Diſcover. 
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Old im pudent Fuller invented a Plot, 

And all to diſcover the Devil knows what z 
About a young Bantling ficangely begot. | 
Which no body can deny, 


The better to cheat both the Fools and the Wile, 

He Impos'd on the Nation a hundred of Lies; 

L hat none * a Knight of the Poſt could deviſe. 
Which no body can deny, 


He tells us that he had the honour to peep, 


In the Warming-pan where the he/cb Infant did ſleeps. 


And found out a Plott which was damnable deep. 
Which no body can believe. 


Then to the wiſe Senate he ſuddenly went, 
Where he told all the Lies that he then could invent 3 
rer which ke was Voted: a Rogue by conſent. 

5 Which no body can deny. 
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And tho he was Puniſh'd for that his Offence, 

He has almoft forgot it, it was ſo long ſince, 
Therefore the old Game he began to commence. 
Which no body can deny. 


Then he to the Lords his bold Letters did ſend, - 
And told the high Peers, that the Plot he could mend, 
And make it as plain, as he firſt did pretend. : 

| Which no body can deny, 


He told them his Witneſs were mighty Men, 
That wou'd come to the Town, tho' the Devil knows when, 
Amd make Villiam Fuller once famous agen. 


| Which no body can deny, 


The Lords they were Generous Noble and Kind, 
And allowed him freedom his Squires to find, 
The which he will do when the Devil is blind, 

| "Which no body can deny, 


So the Peers they declar'd him a ſcandalous Sot, 
And none thinks him fit for to manage a Plot, 
If Newgate and Iyburn does fall to his Lot. 

| There's no body will deny. 


They gave him no more time than himſelf did require, 
To find out his Jones and the wandering Squire, 
But the time being come, they were never the nigher, 


Which no body can deny! 


The brave Houſe of Commons next for him do ſend, 
To hear what the block-headly Fool wou'd pretend, 

Who humbly requeſt, that they wou'd him befriend, 
Which no body can deny. 


One day he declar'd they were near London Town, 
But the very next day into Wales they were flown, 
Such nimble heel'd Witneſſes never was known, 

Ee Which no body can deny; 
E3 When 
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When being examin'd about his ſham Plot, 
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He anſwered as though he had minded them not, ; 
| Perhaps the young Rogue had his Leſſon forgot. YA - 
| Which no body can deny. 


— 


But after ſome study and Impudent Tales, 
Ask'd for a Commiſſion to march into Wales, 
And be chain'd toa Horſe, as Rogues goes to Goals, 
Which no body can deny. 


But ſeeing his Impudence ſtill to abound, 
To go ſearch for the Men who were not to be found, 
They ä ſent him back to Fleet Pound. 

| | Which no body can deny, 


From the Fleet to the Cart may he quickly advance, 
To learn the true ſteps of old 0ates's New Dance, 
And ſomething beſide or it is a great Chance, 


Which no body will deny, 


He has made it a Trade to be doing of Wrong, F 
In Swearing, and Lying, and Cheating ſo long, 5 
For all his Life time he's been at it ding dong, ; 

Which no body can deny. 


Welſh Taffy he raves and crys Splutterdenails, 
He's abuſed hur Highneſs with Lyes and with Tailes, 
Hur will hang hur if ore nur can catch hur in Wales. 


Which no body will deny. 


Jockey's 


| | | Come ſadle my Horſe and call up my man 3 
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Jockey's Eſcape from Dundee; and the Parſons 
Daughter whop he bad Moy. OT. 
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WI got'ſt thou the Haver- mill bonack, 
| blind booby can'ſt thou not ſee z 
Iſe got it out of the Scateb- man's wallet, 

As he lig louſing him under a tree: 
Come fill up my Cup, come fill up my Can, 


Come open the gates, and let me go free, 
And ſhew me the way io bonny Dundee. 


E 4 
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| For J have neither Robbed nor Stole, | 
Nor have I done any injury 
But I have gotten a Fair Maid with Child, 
The Minifter's Daughter of bonany Dundee: 
Come fill up my Cup, come fill up my Can, 
Come ſadle my Horſe and call up my Man, 
Come open the Gates and let me go free, 
And Iſe gang no more to bonny Dundee. 


Altho' Iſe gotten her Maiden-Head, 

* Geud faith Iſe have given mine in Lieu; 
For when at her Daddy's Iſe gang to bed, 
Ife mow'd her without any more to do ? 
Iſe cuddle her cloſe and gave her a Kiſs, 
Pray tell now where is the harm of this, 

Then open the Gates and let me go free, 
Aud Iſe gang no more to bonny Dundee. 


All Scotland ne'er afforded a Laſs 
| So bonny and blith as enn my dear; 
|} Ife gave her a gown of green on the graſs, 

But now Iſe no longer muſt tarry here: 

Then ſaddle my Nag that's bonny and gay, 

For now it is time to gang hence away, 
Then open the Gates and let me go free, 
She's ken me no more unto bonn) Dundee.“ 


In liberty ftill I reckon to Reign, 

For why I have done no honeft man wrong; 

The Parſon may take his Daughter again, 

Por ſhe'll be a Mammy before it is long; 

And have a young Lad or a Laſs of my 3. 
|} Iſe think I have done her a generous deed: 

Juen open the Gates and let me go free, 

For JIſe gang no mere to bonny Dundee. 


Since Fenny the fair was willing and kind, 
And came to my arms with ready good will; 
A token of love Iſe left behind, 
Thus I have requited her kindneſs ſtill: 
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Tho' Femny the fair 1 often had mow d, 
Another may reap the harveft I ſow'd, 
Then open the Gates and let me go free, 

| She's ken me no more in bonny Dundee. 


Her daddy would have me to make her my Bride, 
But have and to hold I ne'er could endure; 
From bonny Dundee this day I will ride, 
It being a place not ſafe and ſecure : 
Then Jenny farewell my joy and my dear, 
With Sword in my hand the paſſage Iſe clear; 
ben open the Gates and let me go free, 
For Iſe gang no more to bonn) Dundee. 


My father he is a muckle good Leard, 

My Mother a Lady bonny and gay; 

Then while I have ftrength to handle a ſveard, 
The Parſon's requeſt Iſe never obey; - 

Then Sawny my man be thou of my mind, 

In bonny Dundes we'ſe ne*er be confin'd, 

be gates we will force to ſet our ſelves free, 
And never come more to bonny Dundee. 


Then Sawny reply'd Iſe never refuſe, 
To fight for a Leard ſo valiant and bold; 

While I have a drop of blood for to loſe, 
Eer any fickle loon ſhall keep us in hold: 

This Sweard in my hand ll valtantly weild, 

And fight by your ſide to kill or be kill'd, 
For forcing the gates and ſet our ſelves free, 
And ſo bid adiu to bonny Dundee, 


With ſweard ready drawn they ride to the gate, 

where being denyed an entrance thro 
The Mafter and man they fought at that rate, 
That ſome run away and others they ſlew: 
Thus Fockey the Leard, and Sawny the man, 
They valiantly fought as Higblanders can, 

In ſpiabi of the Coon, they ſer themſelves frea, 
And jo bid adieu to bonny Dundee, 
E 5 


82 Pills to Purge Melanchoh. = 
| | An Unhappy Memorable S O N G, of the Hunting 
e Chevy-Chace, between Ear! Piercy of Eng- | 
lll} land and Earl Dowglas of Scotland. | 

7232 
ll | * proſper long our noble King, ; 
it our lives and ſafeties all; f 


A woful Hunting once there did, ö 

in Chevy-Chace befal : 1 
To drive the Deer with Hound and Horn, f 
|| Earl Ptercy took his way; e 
The Child may rue that is unborn, 1 
the Hunting of that Day: 3 
Ihe ftout Earl of Northumberland, | 
a2 vou to God did make ; 
His pleaſure in the Scoriſh Woods, 
v three Summers days to take : 
The chiefeft Harts in Chevy-Cbace, 
i to kill and bear away; 

The tydiogs to Earl Dowglas came, 

in Scotland where he lay: 

[1 Who ſent Earl Piercy preſent word, 
he would prevent his ſport ; 

The Engliſh Earl not fearing this, NT 


did to the Wood reſort; 
with Fifteen Hundred bow men bold, : 
all choſen men of might; ä : 
Who knew full well in time of need, : 


to aim their Shafts aright ; WT 
| The 
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The gallant Grey-hounds ſwiftly ran, 
to chace the Fallow Deer 
On Monday they began to Hunt, 
when day-light did appear : 
And long before high-noon they had, 
a hundred fat Bucks ſlaing 

Then having din'd the droyers went, 

to rouze them up again: 

The bow-men muſt'ced on the hills, 

well able to endure | 

Their back-ſides all with ſpecial care, 

that day was guarded ſure : 

The Hounds ran ſwiftly through the Woods, 
| the nimble Deer to take; | 
And with their cries the hills and dales, 
| an eccho ſhrill did make: 

Lord Ptercy to the quarry went, 

1 to view the tender Deer, 
Quoth he Earl Domglas promiſed, 
this day to meet me here: 

If that I thought he would not come, 

no longer would I ſtay; 
With that a brave young Gentleman, 
[3 thus to the Earl did ſay: 
Lo yonder doth Earl Dowglas come, 
his men in Armour bright; 

Full Twenty Hundred Scortiſb Spears, 

all marching in our ſight; 

All men of pleaſant 7ividzle, 

fait by the River Tveed; 

Then ceaſe your ſport, Earl Piercy (aid, 
and take your Bows with ſpeed : 
And now with me my Country- men, 

; your Courage forth advance; 

For never was there Champion yet, 
in Scotland or in France: 

That ever did on Horſe-back come, 

burt fince my hap it were; 

I durft encounter man for man, 

with him to break a Spear: 


4 Pills to Purge Melancholy. 
Ulf] Earl Dowglas on a milk white Steed, 
h moſft like a Baron bold; 

|} Rode foremoſt of the Company, 

117 whoſe Armour Shone like Gold: | 
She me (ſaid he) whoſe men you be, | 
that Hunt ſo boldly here; = 
That without my conſent do Chaſe,” | | 

and kill my Fallow Deer: 
|] The man that firft did anſwer make, 

Was noble Piercy he; 
Il Whofaid we lift not to declare, 
11] nor ſhew whoſe men we be; | 

Vet we will ſpend our deareft Blood, A 
I! Thy Chiefeft Harts to ſlay ; | 4 
1 Then Denglas ſwore a ſolemn Oath, . 
and thus in rage did ſay: DT | 
bre thas 1 wilt ont-braved be, 
one ot us two ſhall dye; | 
1 know thee well an Earl thou art, 9 

Lord Prercy foam I: | 
But truft me Piercy pity it were, 
and great offence to kill; 15 
Any of theſe our harmleſs men, 
for they have done no il: 

Let thou and I the Battle try, 

1 and ſet our men aſide, 
GAccurſt be he Lord Piercy ſaid, 
$i By whom this is deny'd, 
| Then ſtept a gallant Squire forth, 
| Witberington was his name; 

|} Who ſaid I would have it told, 

| to Benn our King for ſhame : 

That &er my Captain fought on foot, 
and! ſtood looking on; 

Vou be two Earls ſaid Vitbering ton, 

14 and I a ſquire alone: | 
u do the beft that do J may, 

'} while I have power to ftand 
| | While 1 have power to wield my ſword, 

Pu fight with heart and hand. 


y 
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Our Engliſh Archers bent their Bows, 
their hearts were good and true 
At the firſt flight of Arrows ſent, 
full Threeſcore Scots they ſlew, _ 
To drive the Deer with Hound and Horn, 
Earl Dowglas had the bent: 
A Captain mov'd with mickle Pride, 
the ſpears to ſhivers (ent : 
They clos'd full faft on every fide, 
no ſlackneſs there was found 


And many a gallant Gentleman, 


lay gaſping on the ground: 

O Chrift ! it was a grief to ſee, 
and likewiſe for to hear 

The cries of men lying in their gore, 

And ſcattered here and their: 

At laſt theſe two ſtout Earls did meet, 
like Captains of great might; 

Like Lions mov'd they laid on load, 
and made a cruel fight; 

They fought untill they both did ſweat, 
with ſwords of tempered fteel: 

Until the blood like drops of Rain, 
They trickling down did fall, 

Yield thee Lord Piercy Dowplas ſaid, 
in faith I will thee bring: 

W here thou ſhalt high advanced be, 
by James our Scotiiſy King: 

Thy ranſom ] will freely give, 
and thus report of thee; | 

Thou art the moſt Couragious Knight, 
that ever I did ſee, Eg 

To Dowglas quoth Earl Piercy then, 

thy proffer I do ſcorn; 

I will not yeild to any Scot, 
That ever yet was born. 

With that there came an Arrow keen, 
out of an Engliſh Bow; 

Which ſtruck Earl Dowglas to the heart, 

ga adcep and deadly blow, = 
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Who never ſpoke more words then theſe, 
Fight on my merry men all 
For why, my life is at an end, 
Lord Ptercy ſees my fall. 
Then leaving life Earl Piercy took, 
the dead man by the hand 3 


And ſaid Earl Dowglas for thy life, 


would I had loft my Land, | 

O Chrift! my very heart doth bleed, 
with ſorrow for thy ſake 

For ſure a more renowned Knight, 
miſchance did ever take. 

A Knight amongſt the Scots there was, 
which ſaw Earl Dowglas die: 

Who ftraight in wrath did vow revenge, 
upon the Earl Prercy : | 

Sir Hugh Montgomery was he call'd, 
who with a Spear moſt bright: 

Well mounted on a gallant Steed, 
ran fiercely through the fight ; 

Afd paft the Engliſh Archers all, 
without all dread or fear 

And through Earl Piercy's body then, 
he thruft his hateful ſpear; 


Wich ſuch a vehement force and might, 


he did his body gore; 
The Spear ran through the other ſide, 
a large cloth yard and more, 
So thus did both thoſ- Nobles die, 
whoſe Courage none could tain, 
An Engliſh Archer then perceiv'd, 
the noble Earl was lain. 
He had a bow bent in his hand, 
made of a truſty tree 3 


An Arrow of a cloth yard long, 


unto the head drew he: 
Againft Sir Zugh Montgomery, 
ſo right his ſhaft he ſets 


The grey-gooſe Wing that was thereon, 


in his heart blood was wet, 
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This fight did laſt from break of day, | 
till ſetting of the Sun; 
For when they rung the evening bell, 
the Battel ſcarce was done. — 
With the Earl Piercy there was ſlain, 
Sir Fobn of Ogerton; 5 
Sir Robert Ratcliff, and Sir Fobn, 
2 Sir Fames that bold Baron : 

And with Sir George and good Sir Fames, 
both Knights of good account 3 
Good Sir Ralph Rabby there was ſlain, 
whoſe proweſs did ſurmount; - 

For Witberington needs muſt T wail, 
as one in doleful dumps; 

For when his Legs were ſmitten off, 

he fought upon his ſtumps. 

And with Earl Domglas there was ſlain, 
Sir Hugh Montgomery; 

Sir Charles Currel that from the field, 
one foot would never fly; 

Sir Charles Murrel of Ratcliff too, 
bis Sifter's Son was he 

Sir David Lamb ſo well efteem'd, 
yet ſaved could not be, 

And the Lord Martwel in likewiſe, 
did with Earl Dowglas dye; 

Of Twenty Hundred Scontiſh Spears, 
{carce Fifty Five did fly. 

Of Fifteen Hundred Engliſh Men, 

went home but Fifty three 

The reſt were ſlain in Chevy-Chace, 
under the Green Wood Tree. 

Next day did many Widows come, 
there Husbands to bewail, 

They waſh'd their Wounds in briniſh tears, 
but all would not prevail. 

Their Bodies bath'd in Purple Blood, 
they bore with them away 

They kiſt them dead a Thouſand times, 
when th:y were clad in Clay. 


This 


This News was brought to Edinborough, 
Where Scotland's King did Reign ; 

That brave Earl Dowglas ſuddenly, 

vas with an Arrow ſlain. 

O heavy News King James did ſay, 

Scotland can witneſs be; 

J have not any Captain more, 

of ſuch account as he; 


Ve tidings to King Henry came, 


1131! within as ſhort a ſpace 
That Piercy of Northumberland, 
il was flain in Chevy-Chace, 
Now God be with him ſaid our King, 
ſith "twill no better be | 
I truſt I have within my realm, 
five Hundred as good as he. 
Yet ſhall not Scot nor Scotland ſay, 
but I will vengeance takes 
And be revenged on them all, 
for brave Lord Piercy's fake. 
This vow full well the King per form'd, 
after one Humble-down : 
In one day fifty Knights were lain, 
with Lords of great renown. 
And of the reft of ſmall account, 
did many Hundreds die; 
Thus ended the hunting of Chevy-Chace, 
made by the Earl Pzercy, 


N ql | God ſave the King and bleſs the Land, 


in plenty, joy and peace; 
And grant henceforth that foul debate, 
*twixt Noble men may ceaſe. 
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The Woman Warrier, Who liv'd in Cow-Croſs near 
Weſt Smithfield ; ho changing ber Apparrel En- | 
tered her ſelf on board in quality of a Soldier, and ||| 
ſailed tolreland where ſhe valiantiy bebaved ber ſelf, MM 
particularly at the Siege of Cork, where ſhe loſt 
ber Toes and received a Mortal Wound in her Body 
of which ſhe ſince Died in ber return to London. 
| — — 
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E T the Females attend, 

To the lines which are pen'd, 1 
For here I ſhall give a Relation; 
Of a young marry'd Wife, 

Who did venture her Life, | 
For a Soldier, a Soldier ſhe went from the Nation. 


6. 


90 Pills to Purge Melancholy. 
She her Husband did leave, 
And did likewiſe receive, 


Her Arms and on board ſhe did enter; 
And right valiantly went, 


With a reſolutien bent, 


To the Ocean, the Ocean her life there to vent ate. 


vet of al the Ship's crew, 
Not a Seaman that knew, 


They then had a Woman ſo near 'em, 
On the Ocean ſo deep, 


She her council did keep, 
Ay and therefore, and therefore ſhe never did fear em. 


She was valiant and bold, 
And would not be controli'd, 
By any that dare to offend her : 


f aquarrel aroſe, 


She would give them dry blows, 
And the Captain, the Captain did highly commend her. 


For he took her to be, 


Ten of no mean degree, 


A Gentleman's Son or a Squire; 
With a hand white and fair, 
There was none could compare, 


Which the Captain, the Captain did often admire, 


On the Triſh Shore, 
Where the Cannons did roar, 


With many ſtout Lads ſhe was landed; 
There her life to expoſe, - 


She loſt two of her Toes, 


And in battle, in battle was daily commanded, 


Under Grafton ſhe fought, 
Like a brave Hero ftout, 


And made the proud Tories retire 3 
She in Field did appear, 
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With a heart void of fear, 


She did ſtraitways re 1. J 


They with Sorrow was fill'd, 
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And ſhe bravely, ſhe bravely did ckarge and give fire. 


Wbile the battering Balls, 
Did aſſault the ftrong Walls, 
Ol Cork and the ſweet Trumpets unden ; 
She did bravely advance, 
Where by unhappy chance, 


This young female, young female alas ſhe was acunted, 


At the end of the fray, 
Still ſhe languiſhing lay, 


Then oyer the Ocean they 1 her = 
To her own Native Shore, 


Now they ne'er knew be fore, 
That a Woman, a Woman had been | in that ſlaughter, 


What ihe long had conceal'd, 
Now at length ſhe reveal'd, 


That ſhe was a Woman that ventur'd 4 
Then to London with care, 


e dy'd &er the City ſhe enter d. 
When ber Parents beheld, 


But ſhe dy'd, oh 


For why they did dearly adore her: p 
In her grave now ſhe lies, 
'Tis not watery Eyes, 


No nor ſighing, nor bgking, that e er can reſtore her: 


The 
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| The Crafty Cracks of Eaſt dich field, who pick 
| up a Maſter Colour upon Tower. Hill whom they 


Plundred of a Purſe of Silver, alſo with #26 


wn Guineas, 
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* maſter Colour spray draw near, 
And liften to my Report; | 
My grief is great, for low of late, 
Two Ladies I chance to Court ; 
Who did meet me on Tower- Hil, 
Their Beauty's I did behold :- | 
Thoſe Crafty Fades have learnt their Trades, 
And plunder'd me "E my Gold. 
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Fl tell you how it came to paſs, 
This ſorrowful ftory is thus; 
Of Guineas bright a Glorious fight, 
J had ina Cat-skin Parſe : 
The value of near Fourfcore pounds, 
As good as e er I had told, | 
Thoſe Crafty Fades bave learnt their trades, 
And plunder'd me of my Gold. 


I ſce two poor diftrefled men, 

Who lay upon Jomer. bill, 
To whom in brief I gave relief, 
According to my good will: 
Too wanton Miſſes drawing near, 

My Guineas they did behold 

They laid a plot by which they got, 
My Silyer and Yellow Gold, 


"They both addreſs'd themſelves to me, | 

And thus they was pleas'd to ſay; ; 

Kind Sir indeed we ftand in need, 

Altho' we are fine and gay: 

Of ſome relief which you may give, 

thought they were ſomething bold; 

The Plot was laid I was betray'd, | 

And plunder'd of all my Gold. | 
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Ala 'tis pity then I cry'd, 
Such Ladies of good repute 3 
Should want relief therefore in brief, | 
I gave em a kind ſalute ; | 4 
Thought I of them I'll have my will, 
Altho' I am ſomething old; 
They were I ſee too wile for me, 
They plunder'd me of my Gold. 


Then to Eaſt Smitbfield was I led, 
And there I was entertain'd ; 
With kiſſes fine and Brandy Wine, 
In merriment we remain'd: 
Methought it was the happieſt day, 
That ever 1did behold g _ 
Sweet Meat alals! had ſower ſauce, 
They plunder'd me of my gold, 


Time after time to pay their ſhot, 
My Guineas I would lug out; 
Thoſe Miſſes they wou'd make me ftay, 
And Rally the other bout ; 
I took my fill of pleaſures then, 
Altho' I was ſomething old z 
Thoſe joys are paſt they would not laſt, 
I m plunder'd of all my Gold, 


As I was at the wanton game, 
My pocket they fairly pick'd ; 
And all my wealth they took by ſtelth, 
Thus was 2 poor colour trick'd ; 
Let me therefore a warning be, 
To Merchants both young and old; 
For now of late hard was my fate, 
Im plunder'd of all my Gold. 


They got three pounds in Silver Bright, 
And Guineas above Threſcore, 

* Such ſharpiag cracks breaks Merchants backs, 

I'll never come near them more: 

Sure now 1 have enough of them, 

My ſorrows cannot be told; 

Tbat crafty Cre y makes me look blew, 

I'm plunder'd of all my Gold, 
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ate and Ambition, all Joy to great Cæſar, 
Sawny (hall ne er be my Colly my Cow g 
All Hail to the ſhades all joy to the Bridegroom, 
And call upon Dobbin with Hi, je, ho: 
Remember ye Whigs what was formerly done 
And Jem eome tye my bonny Gravat, , 
If Hive to grow old for I find I go down, 
For I cannot come every day to Woo. 


Fove in his Throne was a Fumbler Tom Fartbing. 

and Fockey and Jenny together did lye; 
Oh Mother Reger Boys, fill us a Bumper, 

For why will ye die my poor Celia ah why? 
Hark! how thundring Cannons do roar, : 

Ladies of London, both wealthy and fair 3 
Cbaron make haſte and ferry me over, 
Lilli burlero, bullen a lah. 
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Chloris awake, Four-pence-half-penny- farthing, 

give me the Laſs that is true Country bred g 
Like Fobn of Gaunt, I walk in Covent. Garden, 

Jam a Maid and a very good Maid: 
Twa bonny Lads was Sauny and Fockey, 8 
Ihe Delights of the Bottle, and charms of good Wine; 

Wading the Water ſo deep, my ſweet Moggy, | 
Cold and Raw, let it run in the right Line. 


Old Obediab ſings Ave Maria, 
ſing Lulla-by- Baby, with a Dildo; 
The old Woman and her Cat ſat by the Fire, 
Now this is my Love d'y' like her ho? 
Old Charon thus preach'd to his Pupil Achilles, 
And under this Stone here lies Gabrie , Fobn : 
Happy was I at the fight of Fair Pbillis, 
What ſhould a young woman do with an old Man? 


'There's old father Peters with his Romiſh Creatures, 
There was an old Woman ſold Pudding and Pies, 
Cannons with thunder ſhall fill them with Wonder, 
- T once loy'd a Laſs that had bright rowling eyes: 
There's my Maid Mary, ſhe does mind her Dairy, 
I took to my heels and away I did run, 
And bids him prepare to be happy to Morrow, 
Alaſs! Idon't know the right end of a Gun, 7 


My Life and Death do's lye both in your Power, 
And every Man to his mind Shrewsbury for me; 
On a Bank of a Brook as I ſat filhing, 


N Shall I die a Maid now and ne er Married be: I 
 Uds bobs let Oliver now be forgotten, 8 

| Joan is as good as my Lady in the dark; E 
Cuckolds are Chriſtians boys all the World over, 

{. And here's a full Bumper to Robin Fobn Clark, ; 

A 


The 
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Tbe dn of the Uſurer and the Devil. 
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Aſt Chriftmaſs twas my chance, 
to be in Paris City, 


Where I did ſee a dance, 


In my conceit was very pretty by men n of France, 


Firſt came the Lord of Pool, 
And he begun his Meaſure, . 

The next came in a Fool, » 
And Danc'd with him for pleafure—vith his Tool, 


The next a Knight came in, | 
Who look'd as he would ſwagger, 
And after followed him 


A merry needy beggar—Dancing in. 


The next a Gentleman, 
On him a Servant tending z 
And there the dance began, 


With vimble Bodies bending——Like two friends, 


F Then 
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the Cuckold filly man, 
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Then in a Lawyer came, 
With him a knave came leaping, 
And as they danc'd in frame, 
So hand in hand went ski Ping — To the Term. 


The next a Citizen, | 
And hea Cuckold leading; 


Zo round about the Room, 


.'T heir maſque they fell a Creading—And fa fain they would, 


The next an Uſerer, 
Old fat Guts he came grunting; 
The Devil left all care, 
For joy he fell a jumping —— To ſee him there, 


And ending then their maſque, 
The Fool his Lord he carries ; 
Upon his back in haſt, 
No longer their he tarries — But left the place, 


The B-ggar took the Knight, 
Who took it in deriſion; 
The Serjant took in Spite, 
The Gentleman to Om —— for an his might, 


Altho' he was abhorred ; A 
He took the Citizen, . 
And led him by the forebead— And out he ran. 


The Devil lik'd it well, 
His lot it was to carry; 
The Uſerer to Hell, 
And there with him to tarry, 
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The Suburbs is 4 fine place, to the Tune of London 


SHR 


is 4 fine Town. 
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He Suburbs is a fine place. belonging to the City, 

1 t has no Government at all, lack the more the pity, 

A Wife a filly Animal efteem'd in thit fame place. 

For there a civil Womau now's aha. d he 4 r firs, 
| Ed heart, 

The. miſſes there have each mans time his many nav n 

Then all in all both great aud {mall & all in cv'cy part, 


Which part it is a thorough f. i ſo open and ſo large, 
{barge g 
One well might ſail through ev'ry tail even in a weſtera 
8 5 | (Town, 
Theſe Cracks that Coach it now when firſt they came to 
Did turn up tail for a pot of Ale in linſey woolſey gown, 


The Bullies ficft debauch'd em in Baudy Covent-Garden, 
; ( thin 

That filthy place where ne'er a wench was ever worth a * 

And then their Maiden. heals are ſold to ſacaking Lords, 


1 FCC (words. 
Which Lords are clapt at leaft nine fold for taking of their 


And then my Lord that many tries ſhe looks ſo Innocent, 
Believing he infected her he makes a Settlement: 155 


Theſe are your cracks wWhoskill'd in all kind of debauches, 
Do daily piſs, ſpue & whore in their own Glaſs Coaches. 
| ES: 0 


* 
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Now Miſs turn night walker, till Lord mayors men ſhe 
tric oo Sous L -. {meets through London ftreets, 
O're night ſhe's drunk next day ſhe's finely flogged, 
ns | e Yo 
After their Rooms of State are chang'd to bulk or —.— 
„Till Poverty and Pox agree they dying in Hoſpitals, | - 
This Suburbs gallant Fop that takes delight in Roaring, 
3 5 i c (Whoring, 
He ſpends his time in huffing, ſwearing, drinking and in 
And if ag honeſt man and his Wife meet them in the Dark, 
woos TEL be ie ER 3. 
Makes nothing to run the Husband through to get the 
ad - . i " 
But when the Conſtable appears the gallant let me tell ye, 
His heart de files his breeches and ſinks into his belly, 
Theſe are the ſilly Rogues that think it fine and witty, 
To laugh and joak at Aldermen the rulers of the City. - 


They'd kiſs out Wives but hold for all their plotting pates, 
| | ET: | (Eftates ; 

While they would get us Children we are getting their 

And Rill in vain they court pretending it their cares, 


| po (Heirs. 
That their Eſtates may thus deſcend unto the Lawful 


Their Play-houſes I hate are Shops to ſet off Wenches, 

| * (benches 
Where Fop and Miſs like dog and bitch do couple uader 
That I might adviſe the cheifeft Play-houſe monger, 
I have a Sifter of my own both handſomer and younger. 


She lives not far off in pariſh called St, Clements, 
She never lived in Celler nor ſold Oranges and Lemons, 

| EY, (Temptstions, 
Then why ſhould Play-houſe Trulls with paint and ſuch 
Be an eye ſore to me & more to the beſt part o'th' Natio, 
Now you that all this while have liftened to my Ditty, 
With fireightned hands pray drink a health unto this noble 
4nd et us pray te ove cheſe ſuburb folks to mend, 
And hay;ng now no more to fay I think it fit to end. 


The 


| Therefore Good Man do what you can, 


And the Fates above Reward your Love, 


8 * 


—— 
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The Old N Wiſh. 


ARE YE 


A 1 went VF an Hoſpital, / 
I heard an old Woman cry, 

Kind Sir, quoth ſhe, be kind to me 
one more before 1 Die, 

Ard grant to me thoſe Joys, 

that belong to Woman-kind, 

And the Fates above reward your * 
To an Old Woman Pcor and Blind, ' 


— ——— — —— 324 5 * 


I find an itching in my Blood, 
altho' it be omething Cold, 


to comfort me now I'm Old, 
And Grant to me thoſe Joys. 
that belongs to Woman kind, 


to an Old Woman poor an Blind. 
| F3 


ee wat 


| 102 Nil. to | Purge Melandyol, | 


Altho' I cannot ſee the day, 
nor never a glance of light; 
Kind Sir I ſwear and do declare, 
I honour the Joys of Night: 
Then grant to me thoſe Joys, 
That belong to woman kind, | 
And the fates above Reward your Love, 
To an old Woman poor and blind. 


When J was in my b!ooming youth, 
| My vigorous Love was hot 
Now in my age 1 dare engage, 
A fancy I ſtill have got: 
Then give to me thoſe Joys, 
That belong to woman kind, 
And the fates above Reward your Love, 
To an old woman poor and blind. | 


You ſhall not miſs of a Reward, 
If Readily you comply; 
Then do not bluſh but rouch my fleſh, 
This minute before 1 die: 
O let me taſt thoſe Joys, 
That belong to woman kind, | 
And the fates above Reward your Love, 
To an old Woman poor and blind. | 


1 Forty Shillings would freely give, 
*Tis all the Mony I have 
Which 1 full long have begged for, 
To carry me to my Grave: 
This I would give to have the bliſs, 
That belongs to Woman king. 
And the Fates above reward yeur Love, 
To an old Woman poor Wes. 


1 had a husband in my youths | 
As very well tis known, 


* 
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The truth to tell he pleaſcd me well, 
But now I am left alone; + 
And long to taft the good old Game, 
That belongs to Woman- kind? 
and the Fates above reward your Love, 
To an old Woman poor and blind. 


If Forty Shillings will not do, 
My peticoat and my goun; 
Nay Smock alſo ſhall freely go, 
To make up the other Crown : 
Then Sir pray Grant that kind requeſt, 
That belongs to Woman kindz  _ 
And the Fates above reward your Love, 
To an old Woman poor and blind. 


Tho' T am Fourſcore years of Age, 
I Love with a right good will; 
And what in truth I want in Youth, | 
| have it in perfect skill: ® 
Then grant to me that Charming bliſs, _ 
That belongs to Women kind; 
And the Fates above reward your Love, 


To an old Woman poor and blind. +43 


No if you do not pleaſure me, 
And give me the thing I crave 
] do proteſt I ſhall not reft, 
When 1 am laid in my Grave: 
Therefore kind Sir Grant me the Joys, 
That belongs to Woman kind 
And the fates above reward your Love, 
To an old Woman poor and blind. 


* v. 
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The Med:mar's SO NG. 
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Here cen be no glad. man compar'd to the EFT ION 
His mind is ſtill void of care, 
His Fits and his Fanc'es, are above all miſchances, 
And micth is his crdinary fare. 
Cho. Then be thou mad, mad mad lei's be, 
Nor ſhall the foul Fiend be madder than we. 


The Wiſe and the Witty, in Court ard in City, 
Are ſubj ct to ſorrow and pain, 
While he that is Mad, knows not why to be ſad, 


Nor has any cauſe to complain, 
Cho. Then be thou Mad, &c. 


We laugh at you wiſe men that thus do deſpiſe men, 
* Whoſe Senfes Jou think do decline, 


Mark 
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Mark well and you'll ſee, what you count but ens 7 , 
Is indeed but Raptures Divine. 
Cho. They be thou mad, &c, 


Let the Grave and the Wiſe pluck out their eyes, 
To ſet fourth a book worth a Groat 3 | 
We mad · men are quicker grow Learn d with $00 e f 
And Chirp a merry Note. 
Cho. Thgn be thou mad, &c. . 46, * 


Haſt thou loft thy Eftate man, why c care not for that man, 1 
What Wealth mayft not fancy thy oo/ſm z | 
More then Queen Dido or her Aſs- ear'd Midas, 
That great Philoſopher's ſtone. 

Cho, They be ibou mad, as: 


* 

| Pompey was a mad-man, and ſo long a glad man, 

But at length he was forced to flee; 

For Ceſar from Gallia beat him in Peels 

Cauſe a madder fellow then he. | 
Cho, Then be thou mad, &c. | | — 


*Twas this Extaſie brave, that the great Courage gav's. 
If your eyes were but ope' and would ſee; 
To great Alexander, that mighty Commander, 
As mad a Fellow as could be. 
Cho. They be thou mad, &c. 


Then a Round goes a Health to the Lady oth? Houſe, 
If any man here docs forſake it; 
For a fool let him go, we know better Manners, 
And ſo we mean to take it, 
Cho. Then be thou mad, &c. 


There's no night Mirth's going, nor any Lad wooing, 
But Madmen are privy unto it; 
For the Stars ſo peep, into every ſuch t thing, 
And wink upon us as you do it. 

Cho, Then be thou mad, &c. 24 * 
F 5 a When 


And we are the Jovial ſparks. 
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Wben the Froſt Ice and Snow, do benumb things below, 


We chirp as merry as Larks, _'_ 
Our Sack and our madneſs, conſumes cold and ſadneſs 


Cho. Then be 1hog mad, Kc. 


[thee ? 
Has thy Miſtreſs frown'd on thee, or thy Riral out bene 
Let ſober and wiſe fellows pine, 
Whilft. bright Miralind and goodly Dulcind, 
And the reſt of the Faityes are thine- * 
Cho. Then be bon a, &c. | 


A mad-man needs baulk no manner of talk, 
His Tongue's never guilty with Treaſon, 
But a wiſe knave would ſuffer, if the ſame he ſhould utter, 
For a wiſe man's guilt is his reaſon. 
Cho. Then be ton mad, Kc. 


5 | 
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Shepherd for thee J care not a fly, fa, la, la, &c. 
Then he took her and laid her upon the ground. fa la, &c- I 


And now they are vaniſht and now they appear, fa, la, la, 


For the babes are too young & too little to prate. fa, la, la, 4 


Unto my Fathers houſe hard by fa, la, la, 


Shepherd kept ſheep on a hill ſo high, fa, la, la, &c: |} 
And there came a pretty maid paſſing by, fa, la, &c- 
Shepherd quoth ſhe doſt thou want e'er a wife. | 
No by my troth I'm not weary of my life, fa, la, la, &. 


For thou'ſt not the face with a fair maid to lie, fa, la, &c. 
How now my Damſel ſay'ft thou meſo, 
Thou ſhalt tafte of my bottle before thou doſt go fa,la,8cc.' | 


And made her believe that the world went round. fa, la, 
Look yonder my ſhepherd look yonder I ſpy, R 
There are fine pretty Babies that dance in the sky. fa, la, 


Sure they will tell Stories of what we do here, fa, la, la, 
Lie ſtill my dear Cbloris enjoy thy Conceit, 


* 


See how the Heavens fly ſwifter than Day, fa, la, la, 
Riſe quickly or they will all run away fa, la, la, 

Riſe quickly my Shepherd quickly I tell ye, 

For the Sun moon and Stars are got all in my belly, fa, las 


O dear where am I pray ſhew me the way-fa, la, la, 


r 


_ __ * 
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If he chance to chide for ſtaying ſo long, 
I'll tell him the fumes of your Bottle were ftrong, fa, la, la, 


And now thou haſt brought my body to ſhame, fa, la, 
I prithee now tell me what is thy name, fa, la, la, 
Why Kobin in the Ruſhes my name is quoth he, 
But I think J told her quite contrary, fa, la, &c. 


Then for Aebi! in the Ruſhes ſhe did enquire, fa la, la, 
| her, fa, la, la, 

But he hung down his head and he would not come nigh 

He wink'd with one eye as if he had been blind, 

And he drew one leg afcer a 11 way behind. anita la, on , 


EEE 
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A S I was walking under a Grove, 
Within my ſeif as I ſuppoſed z 
My mind did oftentimes remove, 
And by no means could be diſcloſed : 
At length by chance a Friend I met, 
Which cauſed me long time to tarry; 
And thus of me ſhe did intreat, 
To tell her when I meant to marry. 


Sweet-heart quoth I if you would know, 
Then hear the words and L' reveal it; 
Since in your mind you bear it ſo, 

And in your heart you will conceal it: 
She promiſed me ſhe'd make no words, 
But of ſuch things ſhe would be wary ; 
And thus in brief I did begin, 

To tell her when I meant to marry. 


When Shrove-tide falls in Eafter week, 43 
And Chriſtmas in the midſt of ſuly 13 
When Lawyers for no fees will plead, — 
And Taylors they prove juſt and truly: 1 
ä When all deceits are quite put down, e 
And Truth by all men is preferred; 'E 
| And Indigo dies Red and Brown, 

O then my Love and I'lt be Married. 


5 When Men and Beafts in the Ocean flow, 

Z And Fiſhes in green Fields are feeding; 

— When Muſcle ſhells in the ſtreets grow, 

28 And Swans upon dry Rocks be breeding: 

When Cockle ſhells are Diamond Rings, 
And Glaſs to Pearl may be compared, 
Gold i- made of a grey Gooſe Wings, 
©:then my Love and I'll be Married. 


* 
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When Hoftefles do reckon true, | 
And Dutch men leave off drinking Brandy, 
When Cats do bark and Dogs do mew, . 
And brimftone is took for Sugar-candy: 
Or when that Whitſuntide do fall, 
Within the month of January; 
And a Cobler works without an Aw!, 
O then, Oc. 


When Women know not how to ſcold, 


And Maids on Sweet-hearts ne'er are thinking; 
When men in the fire complain of cold, 
And Ships on Salrsbury plain fear ſinking : . 
Or when Horſe- Courſers turn honeſt men, 
And London into York is carried ; 
And out of one you can take ten, 
O then, Ce. | A: 


When candlefticks do ſerve for bells, 
And frying-pans they do uſe for Ladles g 
When in the Sea they dig for wells, OS 
And porridge- pots they uſe for Cradles: 
When Maids forget to go a Maying, 
And a man on his back an Ox can carry; 
Or when the mice with the cat be playing, 
O then, GS. | 


Good Sir ſino you have told me when, 
That you're reſolved for to marry z 
I wiſh with all my heart till then, 
That for a Wife you ſtill may tarry : 
But if all young men were of your mind, 
And Maids no better were preferred 3 
Ithink it were when the Dl were blind, 
Phat we and our Lovers ſhould be married, 
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Gilderoys laſt Farewel 8 - en new Tune. 5 | | 
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GEL was 2 bonny hoy. | $2 
had roſes tull his ſhun, 
His ſtockings were made of the fineft fit, 
his garters hanging down : 
It was a comely ſighe to fee, 
he was ſo trin a boyz 
He was my Joy and Hearts Delight, 
my bandſom Gilderoy. 


Oh ſike a charming eye he had, 
a breath as ſw<et as roſe, | 

He never worn a Highland. plad, 
but coſtly ſilæcn Cloaths ; 
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He gain'd the Love of Ladies gay, 
there's none to him was Coy 
Ah, wa's me, Iſe morn this day, 

for my dear Gilderoy- 


My Giideroy and I wag born, 
both in one Town together; 
Not paſt (even years of age, 
ſince one did love each other: 
Our Daddies and our Mammies both,, 


were cloath'd with mickle joyyỹ | 


To think upon the bridal day, 
betwixt I and my Gilderoy. 


For Gilderoy that Love of mine, 

|  Geudfaith Iſe freely bought; 

A Wedding ſark of Holland fine, 

| with filk in Flowers wrought : 

And he gave me a Wedding ring, 
which 1 receiv'd with jy; 

No Lads or Laſſes &er could ſing, 

_ like my ſweet Gilderoy, 


In mickle joy we ſpent our time, 
till we was both fifteen ; | 

Then gently he did lay me down, 
amongft the leaves ſo green: 

When he had done what he could do, 

be roſe and he gang'd his woy; 

But ever ſince I lov'd the man, 
my handſome Gilderoy. 


While we did both together play, 

he kiſs'd me o' et and o'er, 
Geud faith it was as bl. th a day, 
as e er I ſaw before: 


le 
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He fill'd my heart in every vein; 
with love and mickle joy; 

Who was my Love and Hearts delight, 
mine own 1 Gilderoy. 


Oh never never ſhall 1 ſee, 

the cauſe of paſt delight; 

Or ſike a lovely lad as he, 
tranſport my Raviſh'd ſigbt: 

The Law forbMs what Love enjoyns, 
and does prevent our joy 

Though juſt and fair were the deſigns, 
of me and Gilderoy. 


'Cauſe Gilderoy had done amiſs, 
muſt he be puniſh'd then; 

What kind of cruelty is this, 

to hang ſuch handſome Men? 

The Flower of the Scotiſh land, 
a ſweet and lovely Boy; 

He likewiſe had a Lady's hand, 
my bandſome Gilderoy, 


At Leith they took my Gilderoy, 
and there God wot they bang'd him: 
Carry'd him to fair Edenburgh, 
and there God wot they hang'd him: 
They hang'd him up above the reft, 
he was ſo trim a boy; 
My cnly Love and Hearts Delight, 
my handſome Gilderoy. 
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Thus having yielded up his breath, 
in Cypreſs he was laid; | 
Then for my deareſt after death, | 
a Funeral I made: Eo 
on his grave a marble- ſtone, | 
I fixed for my joy; 
Now I am left to weep alone, 
for my dear Gilde roy. 
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The Scotch Wedding between Jockey. and Jenny. 


ei _ 
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Ten Fockey wou'd a Wooing away, 
on our feaſt day when he was foo, 
Then Jenny put oa her beft array 
when ſhe thought Fockey would come to woo. 


If! thought Fockey were come to Town, 
it wad be for the leve of me: 

Then wad I put on beth hat and Goown, 
becauſe I'd ſeem wor ſtſome in his eye. 


Then Fenny prick'd up a brant breeght broow 
ſhe was as breeght as ouny clock ; 

As Mozgy always uſed to do, Fa 
for fear her Sweet heart ſhoud her mock, 


Then Femy ſhoo tripped up the fairs, 

and ſecretly to ſhift her ſmock z 

But leard how loud her mother ſwears, 
O haft away Jenny, and come to Fock. 


Then Fenny came tripping down the ſtairs, 

ch Leacd ſo nimbly tripped ſhe 
But oh how Jockey began to ftare, 

when he beheld hur fair . 


Then 
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Then Femmy made a Curt ſhy low, 
Uatil the ſtairs did touch bet Dock; 
But Leard how loud her Mother did lough, 
When ſhoo Jenny was come to Fock. 


Then Fockey tuke Fenny by the neaſe, 
Saying my dear Lovey canft thou loof me? 
My Father is dead and has left me land, 
Some fair ould houſes twa or three. 


Thou ſhalt be the Lady o'er them aw, 

oY I doot quod Ferny you do me mock 3 
Ad ta my faw quoth Foekey then, | 

I come to woo thee Jenny quoth Fock, 


This to be ſaid after the $ 0 NG. 


Sea then they gang'd to th' Kirk to be wadz nocw they 
den't uſe to wad in Scotland as they wad in Ergland, for 
they gang to the Kirk, and they take the Donkin by the 
Rocket, and ſay good morn Sir Donkin, ſays Sir Donkin, |! } 

ah Fockey ſen ater me, wit ta ha Fenny to thy wadded wife? : 
ay by her Lady quoth Fockey and thanka twa we aw my | 7 
heart; ah Jenny ſen ater me, wit ta ha Fockey to thy wadzx I 
ded Loon to have and to hod for aver an aver forſakin | * 
aw other Loons lubberloons black Lips, blew naſes, an aw | } 
Swiggbell'd caves ? ah an theſs twa be'nt as weel wadded } | 
as Ser I wadded twa in Scotlund, the Deel and St, u. 
drew part ye, "20 ft hace atone} = 
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A Scotch SON G made to the Iriſh Jl GG and 
ſung to the King at Whitehall. 
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J ac as thorough the fair Edenborough, wm 
to view the meadows as I was a ganging TE 
| ( Religion, 
Fockey and Mogg) were walking and talking of Love and 
this cloſely Haranguing. 


Never ſays Mos gy, come near me falſe Fockey, 

for thou art a Whig, and I mean to abhor thee; 
Ize be no Bride, nor will lig by thy fide, 

for no ſneaking Rebel ſhall lift a Leg o'ce me. 


Fockey, Faireſt and Deareft, 
' And to my heart neareft, 


To live with thy Frowns I no longer am able 
I am ſo loving, 


And thou art ſo moving, 
Each hair of thy Head ties me faſt as a Cable: 
ou 


ou 
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Thou haſt that in thee, 
Iſe (ure to win me, 
To Few, Turk, or Atheiſt, ſo much I adore thee ; 
50 Nothing I'd ſhun, * | 
That is under the Sun. 
$0 I have the aer to lift a leg o er ther,” 


Moggey. Plotters and Traytors, | 


And aſſociators, : | 
In every degree thou ſhat ſwear to oppoſe em ; 
Swimmers and Trimmers, + - 
The Nations Redeemers, 
And for thy Reward thou ſhalt ſleep in wy boſams 
I bad a Ded, ; 
Was a Royal brave Lad, | 
And as true as the Sun to his Monarch before me, 
Mog he cry'd, 
| The lame hour that he dy d, 
Let no ſneaking Rebel cer lift a leg o'er thee, 


Fockey, Adieu then ye Crue then, 
Of Proteſtant Blue men, 
No Faction his Mogg) from Jockey ſhall ſever 3 . 
Thou ſhalt at Court, 
My Converſion re port, 


I am not the firſt Whig by h's Wife brought! in fa- 


Iſe never deal. | (your; 
For the dull Common Weal, | 

To fight for true Monarchy hall be my Glory 3 
Lull'd with thy Charms, 
Then I die in thy Arms, 


When I h: ve the pleaſure to lift a leg o'er thee, 


—— 


And as along the ftreets ſhe flang, 
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T was a Laſs of iges, 
As I have heard many tell; 
And ſhe would to fair London go, 
Fine Apples and Pears to ſell : 


» 


With her Basket on her arm 
Her Pears to ſell you may know right well 
This fair Maid meant no harm, 


But as ſhe tript along the ftreet, 


Her pleaſant fruit to fell ; 
A Vintner did with her meet, 
Who lik't this Maid full well: 
Quoth he, fair maid what have you there, 
In Basket decked brave 5. 
Fine Pears quoth ſhe and if it pleaſe ye, 
A taſte Sir you ſhall have. 


The Vintner he took a taſte, 
And lik't it well for wuy z 
This Maid he thought of all the reſt, 
Moſt pleating to bis eye: 
Quoth he fair maid I have a ſuit, 
That you to me muft grant; 
Which if I find you beſo kind, 
Nothing that you ſhall want, 


1 Thy beauty doth ſo pleafe my eye, 


And dazles ſo my lightz That 
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I am deprived quite: 
Then prithee now conſent to me, 
And do not put me by; 
It is but one mah courteſie, 
All night with you to lie. 


Sir if you lie with me one Night, 
As you propound to n,; 
I do expe ct that you ſhould prove, 
Both cov! t-ous kird and free: 
And tor to tell you all in ſhort, 
It will coſt you five pound, 
A match, a match the Vintner ſaid, 
And ſo let this go round, 


When he had lain with her all night, 
Her Mony ſhe did crave, : 
O ftay quoth he the other night, 
And thy mony thou ſhalt have: 
T cannot ftay nor I will not ftay, 
I needs muft now be gone, 


Why then thou may't thy mony go look, 


For mony I'll pay thee none. 


This Maid ſhe made no more ado, 
But to a Juftice went: 

And unto him ſhe made her moan, 
Who did her Caſe lament : 

She ſaid ſhe had a Celler let out, 
To a Vintner in the Town, 

And how that he did then agree, 

Fire pound to pay her down. 


But now quoth She the caſe is thus, 
No rent that he will pay; 

Therefore your Worſhip I beſeech. 
To ſend for him this day: 
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That now of all my liberty, 
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Then ftrait the Juſtice for him ſent, 


And asked the Reaſon why; | 
That he would pay this Maid no rent, 
To whict: he did reply. | . 


Althongh T hired a Sellar of her, * 
an the pofleſſion was mine; 
Inger put any thing into it, 
But one poor Pipe of Wine: 
Therefore my bargain it was hard, 
As you may plainly ſee; 


1 from my freedom was debarr'd, 


Then good Sir Fayour me. 


This Fair Maid being ripe of Wit, 
She ſtrait reply'd againg _ 

There were two Buts more ar the door, 
Why did you not roul them in: 

You had your freedom and your will, 
As is to you well known 

Therefore I do deſire ſtill, 
For to receive my on. 


The juſtice hearing of their caſe, 
Did then give order ſtrait; 


That he the Money ſhould pay down, 


ſhe Mould no longer wait: 


Withall he told the Vintner plain, 


If he a tennant be; 
He muſt expect to pay the ſame, 
For he could not ſit rent free. 


' But when her Money ſhe had got, 


She put it in her purſe z - 
And clapt her hand on the Cellar door, 

And ſaid it was never the worſe; _ 
Which cauſed the people all to laugh, 

To ſee this Vintner fine; | 


Out- witted by a Country Girl, 


About his Pipe of Wine. 


7be 
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Io uin it in the field. : 
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The moſt Famous Ballad of. King Henry the 5th bis 
Victory over the French at Agencourt. 


A Council grave our King did hold, 
With many a Lord and Knight: 
That he might truly underftand, 
That France did hold his right. 


Unto the King of France therefore, 
Embaſſadors he ſent ; | 
That he might truly underſtand, 
His mind and whole intent. 


zfiring him in friendly ſort, 
His lawful right to yield; 
Or elſe he ſwore by diat of ſword, 


The King of France with all his Lords, 
Did hear this meſſage plain z 

And to our brave Embaſſador, 

Did anſwer with diſdain, 

And ſaid our King was yet too young, 
And of but tender Age; | 


Therefore they paſs not for his threats, 
Nor fear not his Courage. | 


G His | 
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His Knowledge yet in Feats of Arms, 
As yet is very ſmall; | 
His tender Joints more fitter are, 
To tols a Tennis- ball. 


A Tun of Tennis- balls therefore, 


In Pride and great Diſdain 
He ſent unto this Royal King, 
To recompence his Pain, 


Which anſwer when our King did hear, 
He waxed wroth in heart; 

And ſwore he would provide ſuch Balls 
Should make all France to ſmart. 


An Army then our King did hold, 
Which was both good and ſtrong; 
And from Southampton is our King, 


With all his Navy gone. 


In France he landed ſafe and ſound, 
Both he and all his train; 


And to the Town of Zufle then, 


He matched up amain. 


Againſt the fenced Walls 3 


To batter down the ſtately Towers, 


He ſent his Engliſh Balls. 


Then up and down the Land; 
And not a French - man for his Life, 
Durſt once his force withſtand. 


Until he came to Agencourt, 

Whereas it was his chance; 

To find the King in readineſs, 
With all the power of France, 


choh. | . ; 


; \ 


Which when he had beſieg'd the Town, 


When this was done our King did march, 
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A mighty Hoſt he had prepared, A 
Of armed Soldiers then; 

Which were no leſs by juſt Account, 

Than Forty Thouſand Men. 


Which fight did much amaze our King, 
For he and all his Hoſty 
Not paſſing Fifteen Thouſand had, 
Accounted with the moſt, 


The King of France who well did know, 
The number of our men; 

In vaunting Pride and great Diſdain, 
Did ſend an Herald then: 


To under ſtand what he would give, 
For Ranſome of his Life 

When they in field had taken him, 
Amongft the bloody ſtrife. 


And when our King with cheerful Heart, 
This anſwer then did makes 

Before that it does come to pals, 
Some of your Hearts will ake. 


And to your proud preſumptious King, 
Declare this thing quoth he; 
My own hearts blood will pay the price, 
> Nought elſe he gets of me. 


Then ſpake the noble Duke of ork, 
O noble King quoth he; 
The leading of this Battle brave, 
It doth belong to me. 


G24-a-mercy Cozen York, he ſaid, | 1 
I grant thee thy Requeſt ; 
Then lead thou on Cour2giouſly, 
And I will lead the reſt, 8 
\ . 2 


4 
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Then came the bragging French-Men down, 
With cruel force and might; 
With whom our Noble King began, 
A fierce and dreadful Fight. 


The Archers they diſcharg'd their Shafts, 
As thick as Hail from Skie; 

And many a French-Man in the Field, 
That happy day did die. 


Their Horſes tumbled on the Stakes, 
And lo their Lives they loſtz 

And many a French- man there was ta'en, 

A sĩ Priſoners to their coſt. | 


Ten Thouſand Men that Day was lain, 
As Enemies in the Field; 

And eke as many Priſoners, 
Were forc'd that day to yield, 


Thus had our King a happy day, 

And Victory over France g 

And brought them quickly under foot, 
That late in Pride did prance, 


God fave our K ng and bleſs this Land, 
And grant to him likewiſe z 

The upper hand and Victory, 1 - 
Of all his Enemies, n 


The 


% 
” 
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The Lady Ifabella's Tragedy Or, the Step- Mother % 3 
Cruelty. To the foregoing Tune. | 


8 was a Lord of worthy Fame, 5 
And a hunting he would ride; 
Attended by a noble Train, 

Of Gentry by his fide. 


And whilft he did in Chace remain, 
To ſee both ſport and play z 

His Lady went as ſhe did feign, 

Unto the Church to pray. 


This Lord he had a Daughter Fair, SI 
W hoſe Beauty ſhin'd ſo bright: 
She was belov'd both far and near, 
Of many a Lord and Knight. 


Fair Iſabella was ſhe call d, 
A Creature Fair was ſhe : 
She was her Father's only Joy, 
As you ſhall after ſee, 


But yet her Cruel Step-Mother, 
Did envy her ſo much : 
That Day by Day ſhe ſought her Life, 
Her Malice it was ſuch, 


She bargain'd with the Maſter- Cook, 
Io take her life away; 
And taking of her Daughter's Book, 
She thus to her did ſay. 


1] Go home ſweet Daughter I thee pray, 
| Go haften preſently ; 0 
And tell unto the Mafter-Cook, - 
Theſe words which I tell thee, 
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And bid him dreſs to dinner ſtreight, 
That fair and milk white Doe; 


That in the Park doth ſhine ſo bright, 


There's none ſo fair to ſhow, 


This Lady fearing of no harm, 
Obey'd her Mother's willy 
And preſently ſhe haſted home, 

Her Mind for to fulfil, 


She ſtreight into the Kitchin went 
Her meſſage for to tell; | 


And there the Mafter-cook ſhe ſpy'd, 


Who did with Malice ſwell, 


Now maſter-Cook it muſt be ſo, 
Do that which I thee tell; 


You needs muft dreſs the milk-white Doe, . 


Which you do know full well. 


Then ftreight his cruel bloody Hands, 
He on the Lady laid; | 

Who quivering and ſhaking ſtands, 
While thus to her he ſaid: 


Thou art the Doe that I muſt dreſs, - 
See here behold my Knife; 


For it is pointed preſently, 


To rid thee of thy Life. 5 


O then cry'd out the Scullion Boy, 
As loud as loud might he 


O ſave her life good Maſter-Cook, 


And make your pies of me: 


For pity ſake do not deftoy, 


My Lady with your Knife; 


You know ſhe is her Fathers Joy, 


For Chriſt's ſake ſave her Life, 


- 
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1 will not ſave her life he ſaid, 
Nor make my Pies of thee z 

Yet if thou doft this deed betray, 
Thy Butcher I will be. 


Now when this Lord he did come home, 
For to ſit down to eat; 

He called for his Daughter dear, 
To come and carve his Meat. 


Now fit you down his Lady ſaid, 
O fit you down to Meat: 

Into ſome Nunnery ſhe is gone, 
Your Daughter dear forget. 


Then ſolemnly he made a Vow, 
B-fore the Company: 

T bat he would neither eat nor drink, 
Until he did her ſee. 


O then beſpoke the Scullion Boy, 
| With a loud voice ſo high : | 
If that you will your Daughter ſee, 
My Lord cut up that Pye. 


Wherein her fleſh is minced ſmall, 
And parched with the fire; 
All cauſed by her Step-Mother, 
Who did her death deſire. 


And curſed be the Mafter-Cook, 
O curſed may he be: 3 
I proffer'd him my own hearts Blood, 
From death to ſet her free. | 


Then all in Black this Lord did mourn, 
And for his Daughter's ſake z 
He jidged for her Step-Mother, 
To be burnt at a Stake. 
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Likewiſe he judg'd the Maſter-Cook, 
In boyling Lead to ftand ; © 


He made the ſimple ſcullion Boy, 
The Heir toall his Land, 
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A Ballad in Praiſe of a certain Commander in the 
| City. 


Heroe of no ſmall renown, | 
But noted for a man of Mettle: 
Thro' all the Parts of London Town, 
No Gentleman nor yet a Clown, 
No Grave wiſe man nor ſtupid Beetle. 


By many deeds of Proweſs done, 

He's gain'd a matchleſs Reputation; 
Perform'd by neither Sword nor Gun, 
But by what means you'll know anon, 

And how he work d his preſer vation. 


Well mounted on a noble Steed, | 
Wich Sword and Piſtol charg'd before him; 
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Altho' we muſt confeſs indeed, 
Of either Arms there was no need, 
His Conduct did alone ſecure him, 


With's Wife upon a ſingle Horſe, 
T'wards Eppin both ride out together; 

But what than ill luck can be worſe ? 

A High-way-man of equal force, 
Alaſs, obſtructed both their Pleaſure. 


With Piftol Cock'd he made demand, 
And told them he muft have their mon; 


The Major Wiſely would not ftand, 


Nor on his Piftols clap a hand, 
He was not ſuch a fighting Tony. 


But ſpur'd away as ſwift as Wind, 
No Elk or Tyger could run ſafter, 

Was ever man ſo ſtout and kind, 

To leave his frighted Wife behind, 
Expos d to ſuch a ſad Diſaſter. 


Her Necklace, Cloaths and Diamond Ring, 
The greedy Robber quickly fell to, 

One Petticoat he let her bring, 

Away with Smock and t'other thing, 
To let her noble Heroe ſmell to, 


This flight bred fad domeftick ſtrife, 
Altho' the Man's to be commended ; 
For what's a Loving handſom- Wife, 
To a man's Mony or his Life, 

For all is {oft when that is ended. 
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A SONG. 
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Aft the be be he went along and a poring in his Book, 
At laſt he ſpy'd and a Jolly brown Wench a waſhing 
(of 1 ner Buck, 


Sing, Stow the Fryar, flow the Fryar, 
Some good Man and let this Jair Maid go. 


ll The Fryar he pull* out and a Jolly brown T—d as much 
f Cas he could handle, 
Fair Maid, quoth he, if thou carrieft Fire in thy A— 

. come 838 me this ſame Candle. 
Sing, Stow the Fryar, &C; 


1 The Maid ſhe ſh-- and a jolly brown T— out of her jolly, 
| [ brown hole, 


| Good Sir, quothsſhe, if you will a Candle light come 


[blow me this ſame Cole, 
Sing, Stow the Fryar, &c. Bog 


; 1 Part of the Sparks flew into the North ant part into 2 
Nu 


l! And part of this jolly brown T— flew into the ay 


Sing, Stow the Fryar, ftow the Fryar, 
. Some good Man and bet 9 Maid go. 
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The Laſs of Lyn's ſorrowful Lamentat ion for th Loſe | 


of ber Maiden- Head. 
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Jan the 3 young Laſs of . | 

| Who often ſaid Thank you too; 

My Belly's now almoſt to my Chin, 
T-cannot tell what to do, 


My being ſo free and kind, 
Do's make my Heart to rue, 
The ſad effeRs of this I find, | 
And cannot tell what to do. | a 


My Petticoats which I wore, 
And likewiſe my Aprons too, 


Alas, they are all to ſhort before, # 


Was ever young Maid ſo croft, 
As I who thank'd him too, 5 

For why, my Maiden- head is loft, 

1 cannot, &c. 
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4 < FEI fort I cry'd, 
| And may now for ever rue ; | 
de, 


The pain lies in my back and 
1 cannot &cc. 


| Alaſs I was kind and mild, 
But now the ſame I rue, 


| Having no Father for my Child, 
* I cannot Kc. 


| T took but a touch in "ft, 

| Believe me this is true: | 
Yet I have prov'd I do proteſt, 
And cannot & 


He crav'd my Virginity, 
And gave me his own in lieu; 
In this I find 1 was too kind, 
And canmos &c. 


Tach Damſel will me degrade, 
And ſo will the young Men too 3 
I'm neither Widow, Wife nor Maid, 

J cannot &c. 


A Cradle I muſt provide, 

| A Chair and a Poſſnet tco- 

| Nay likewiſe twenty things beſide, 
| 1 cannot, &c. 


When I was a Maiden fair, 
Such ſorrows I never knew, 
But now my Heart is-ol of Care, 

I J1camon, &c. 


on what will become of me, 
| My Belly's as big as two: 

*Tis with a Two-leg d I ympany, 
I cannon, &c. 
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He never was a ſhrinker, 
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You Laſſes that hear my moan, 
If you will your Joys renew; 
Beſure, while Married, lye alone, | 

Or elſe you at length may rue. 


I came of as good a Race, 
As moft is in Is fair Town ; 

And coft a you deal bringing up, 
But a little thing laid me down. 


_ 


_— 


Here was a jovial Tinker, 
Which was a good Ale drinker, 


T 


Believe me this is true 3 
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And he came from the wild of Kent, 
| When all his Mony was gone and ſpent, _ 
Which made him look like a Fack-4- Lent, 
And Foan's Ale is new, 
And ꝓoan's Ale is new Boys, 
And Foan's Ale is new. 


The Tinker he did ſettle, 
Moſt like a Man of Mettle, 
And vow'd to pawn his Kettle, 
Now mark what did enſue ; 
His Neighbours they flock in apace, 
To ſee Tom Tinker's comely face, 
Where they drank ſoundly for a ſpace, 
Whit Foan's Ale, cc. 


The Cobler and the Broom-man, 

Came next into the Room man, 

And ſaid they would drink forboon man, 
| Let each one take his due: 

{ But when good liquor they found, 


I! They caft their Caps upon the Ground, 


And ſo the Tinker he drank round, 
I bilſi Foar's Ale, &c. 


The Rag man he being weary, 
With the burden he did carry, 

He ſwore he would be merry, 
| And ſpend a Shilling or two: 
Aud he told his Hoſteſs to her Face, 

The Chimney-Corner was his Place, 
And he be gan to drink apace, 

And Foan's Ale, &c. 


| The Pedler he drew nigher, 
For it was his defire, _ 
To throw the Rags i'th' Fire, 
And burn the bundle blew, 
So whilf they drank whole Flaſhes, 


Aud 
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And threw about the Glaſſes, | 


The Rags were burnt to Aſhes, 
And Foan's Ale, KC, ; 
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Nd then came in a Hatter, 
II Toſee what was the matter, 
He ſcorn'd to drink cold Water, 
Amongf that Jovial Crew 
And like a man of Courage ftout, 
He took the quart-pot by the Snour, 
And never left till all was out, 
0 Foan's Ale, &c. 


The Taylor being nimble, 

With Bodkin, Shears and Thimble 

He did no whit diſſemble, 
I thing his Name was True : 

He ſaid that he was like to choak, 

And he call'd ſo faſt for Lap and Smoak, 

Until he had pawn'd the Vinegar Cloak, 
For Foan's Ale, &c. . 


Then came a pitiful Porter, 
Which often did reſort there, 

Quoth he 17 ſhew ſome ſport here, 
Amongf this jovial Crew : 

The Porter he had very bad luck, 

Before that it was ten a Clock, 

The Fool got Drunk and loft his frock, 
For Foan's Ale, &c: „ 

The borny brave Shoo- maker, 

A brave Tobacco-taker, 

He ſcorn'd to be a Quaker, | 
I think his Name was Hugh: 

He called for Liquor in ſo faſt. 

Till be forgot his Awl and laſt, 
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| 1 And up the Reckoning he did caſt, 
| Whilt Foar's Ale, &c. 


And then came in the Weaver, 

You never ſaw a braver, 

With a Silk man and a Glover, 
Tom Tinker for to view : 


| And ſo to welcome him to Town, 


They every man ſpent half a Crown, 
And ſo the Drink went merrily down, 
For Foan's Ale, &c. 


Then came a drunken Dutch- man, 

And he would have a touch man, 

But he ſoon took too much man, 

Which made them after rue: 

He drank ſo long as I ſuppoſe, 

*Till greaſie drops fell from his Noſe, 

And like a beaft befoul'd his hoſe, 
Whilſt Foan's Ale, &c. | 


| A Welch-man he came next Sir, 
With Joy and Sorrow mixt Sir, 


. Who being partly vex'd Sir, 


He out his Dragger drew g 
Cuts-plutter-a-nails quoth Taffie then, 
A Welch-man is a Shentleman, 
Come Hoſteſs fill's the other Cats 

For Foan's Alc, &c. 


Thus like to Men of Courage ſtout, 


Couragiouſly they drank about, 
Till ſuch time all the Ale was out, 
As I may tell to you; * 

And when the Buſineſs was done, 

They every man departed home, 

And promiſſed Foau again to come, 
When ſex bad brew d anew. 


Ad- 
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19 of London, both Wealthy and Fair, 

Whom every Town Fop is purſuing; N 
Still of your Purſes and Perſons take care, 
The greateft Deceit lies in Wooing: 
From the firft Rank of Beaux Eſprits. 
Their Vices I therefore diſcovery 


Down to the baſeſt Mechanick degree, 
That ſo you may chuſe out a Lover. 


Fir ſt for the Courtier, look to his Eftate, 
Before he too far be proceeding ; 

He of Court Favours and Places will prate, 
And ſettlements make of his Breeding; 

Nor wear the Yoak with dull Country Souls, 
Who though they are fat in their Purſes 3 
Bruſh with Briſtles and Toping full Bowls, - 

Make Love to their Dogs and their Horſes- 
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But above all the rank Citizens hate, 
The Court, or the Country chooſe rather; 
Who'd have a Block- head that gets an Eftate, 
By Sins of the Cuckold bis Father: 
The ſneaking Clown all intriguing does Marr, 
Like Apprentices Huffing and Ranting z 
Cit puts his Sword on without T7: mple-Bar, 
To go to White-Z74ll a Gallanting. 


Let no ſpruce Officer keep you in aw, 
The Sword is a thing tranſitory ; 
Nor be blown up with th? Lungs of the Law, 
A World have been che?ted before you: 
Soon you wi" fird your Captain grow Bold, 
And then *twill he hard to o'ercome him; 
And if the Lawyer touch your Copy-hold, 
The Devil will nc'er get it from him, 


Fly, like the Plague, the rough Tarpawling Boys, 
* That Court you with lying Bravadoes; 
Tyring your Sences with Bombaſt and Noiſe, 

Þ And Stories brought from the Barbadocs ; 

And ever ſhun the Doctor that Fol, 

| Who ſecking to mend your condition g 

Tickles your Pulſe, and peeps in your Cloſe ſtool, 

Then ſets up a Famous Phyſician. 


— 


| The Wanton Virgins Frigbted. Tothe foregoing Tune. 
ll 8 that delight in a jocular Song, 
| | Come liſten unto me g while Sir; 
I will engage you ſhall not tarry long, 
Before it wilt make you to Smile Sir: 
Near to the Town there liv'd an old Man, 
| Had three pretty Maids to his Daughters; 
| Of whom will tell ſuch a Story anon, 
| Will tickle your Fancy with Laughter. 


The 
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The old Man had in his Garden a Pond, 
"Twas in very fine Summer Weather; 

The Daughters one Night they were all very fond, 
To go and bath in it together: 

Which they agreed but happen'd to be, 
O'er-heard by a Youth in the houſe sir: 

Who got in the Garden and climb'd up a Tree. 
And there ſat as ftill as a Mouſe Sir, 


The Branch where he ſat it hung over tue Pond, 
At each puff of Wind he did totter; | 
Pleas'd oh the thoughts he ſhould fit abſcond, 
And ſee them go into the Water : 
When the Old Man was ſafe in his Bed, 
The Daughters then to the Pond went Sir; 3 
One to the other two laughing ſhe ſaid, 
As high as our Bubbies we'll venture: 


upon the tender green Graſs they (at down, 
They all were of delicate feature; | 

Each pluck'd off her Petticoat, Smock, and Gown, 
No fight it could ever be ſweeter 

Into the Pond then dabling they wen 01 


So clean that they needed no Wafhing; * | ac, 


But they were all ſo N bent, 1 
Like Boys they began'to be arte? SS 


If any body fhould ſte us ee 
- They'd think we were'bodi ng, of Evils; 
And from the fight En y 
And avoid ſo oh white Devils: p 
This put the enth. n mer e l 
He let go his hold thre' his Lau hers” 
And as it fell out, he fell tumbling in, 
And ſcar'd them all out of the Water 


The old man by this time a'Ngjfeh 1 we, : 97 


And roſe out of Bed in a frigh 
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And comes to the door with a ruſty old Sword, 
There ſtood in a poſture to fight Sir: 
The daughters they all came tumbling in, 
And over their Dad they did blunder ; | 
Who cry'd out aloud, mercy, O good Gentlemen, 
And thought they were Thieves came to plunder. 


The Noiſe by this time the neighbours had heard, 
1 Who came with long Clubs to aſſiſt him; 
He told them three bloody Rogues run up ftairs, 
He dar'd by no means to reſiſt them: 
For they were cloathed all in their Buff, 
He ſee as they ſhoy'd in their Shoulders; 
And black bandileers hung before like a ruff, 
Which made them believe they were Soldiers. 


The virgins their Cloaths in the Garden had left, 

And Keys of their Trunks in their Pockets; 

To put on the Sheets they were fain to make ſhift, 
Their cheſt they could not unlock it: 

At laſt yentur'd up theſe valiant Men. 

Thus armed with Courage undanted, 

But took them for Spirits and run back again, 
And ſwore that the Houſe it was haunted. 


As they retreated. the young Man they met, 
Come ſhivering in at the Door Sir 3 
Who look'd like a Rat. with his cloaths dropping wet, 
No Rogue that was pump'd could look worſer: 
All were amazed to ſee him come in 
And ask d of him what was the matter? 
He told them the Story and where he bad been, 
Which ſet them all in a Laughter.. 


Quoth the old Daddy, I. was in a huff, 

And reckon d to cut them aſſunder; 

Thinking they had been three Soldiers in Buff, 
That came here to rifle and plunder, 
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But they are my Daughters whom I loved, 
All frighted from private Diverſion, 
Therefore I' put up my old ruſty Sword, 
For why ſhould I be in a Paſſion. 
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The Soldiers Fortune, or the taking of Mardike. 


Wn firſt Mardike wzs made a Prey, 
"Twas Courage that carry'd the Fort away, 
Then do not loſe your Valours Prize, 4d 
By g2zing on your Miſtreſrs Eyes; 


But 
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But put off your Petticoat-parley, 


Potting and Sotting and Laughing and Quaffing Canary, 


Will make a good Soldier miſcarry ? 
| And never Travel for true Renown ; 
Then turn to your Martial Miſtreſs, 
Fair Miner va the Soldier's Siſter is; PEE) 
Rally ing & Sallying, with Gaſhing and Slaſhing of Wounds 
With turning and burning of Towns, Sir, (Sir, 
Is a high ftep to a great Mans Throne, 


Let bold Bellona's Brewer frown, | 
And his Tun ſhall overflow the Town; 
And give the Cobler Sword and Fate 
And a Tinker may Trapan the State; 
Such fortunate Foes as theſe be, 
Turn'd the Crown to a Croſs at Naſeby : | 
Father and Mother, S ſter and Brother confounded, 
And many a good Family wounded 3 | 
By a terible turn of Fate, 5 
He that can kill a Man Thunder and Plunder the Town 
And pull his Enemies down Sir, we + 
In time may be an Officer great, | 


It is the Sword does order all, 
Makes Peaſants riſe and Princes fall; 
All Syllogiſms in vain are ſpilt, 
No Logic like a Basket- hilt: 
It handles em joint by joint Sir, | 3 
Quilling & drilling and ſpilling and killing profoundly, 
Until the Diſputers on Ground lie, 
And have never a word; .--- (Carter, 


Unleſs it be quarter, quarter, truth is confuted by a 


By ſtripping & nipping and ripping and quiping Evaſiors 


|| Doth Conquer a Power of perſwaſions, 


Ariſtotle hath loft the Day. 


The Musket bears ſo great a force, 
To Learning it has no remorſe; 


The 
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The prieft, the Laymaa, the Lord, 
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ind no diſtinction from the Sword; 

Tan tarra, Tan tarra the Trumpet, 
Now ths Walls begins to crack, 

The Counſellors ft:uck dum too, 

By the Parchment upon the Drum too; 

Dub-a-dub, dub a- dub, dub-a-dub, dub-a-dub an Alarum, 


= 


Each Corporal now can out dare 'em, 
Learned Littleton goes to rack. 


Then ſince the Sword ſo bright doth ſhine, 
We'll leave our Wenches and our Wine, 
And follow Mars where are he runs, 
And turn our Pots and pipes to Guns, | 11 
The Bottoles ſhall be Granadoes, 11 
We'll bounce about the Bravado's, (French Boys, bi 
By huffing and puffing, and ſnuffing and cuffing the RY 
Whoſe Brows have been dy'd in a Trench Boys oj 
Well got Fame is a Warriours Wife, | 4 
The Drawer ſhall be the Drummer. Ly: 
| 
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We'll be Colonels all next Summer : (brave Boys, 

By hilting and tilting, and pointing and jointing like 

We ſhall have Gold or a Grave, Boys, 
And there's an end of a Soldier's Life. 


n 


The Miſſies Complaint. The Tune, Packington's 
Pound. 
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Ow now Siſter Better u why look you ſo ſad, 
Gillian, The times are ſo hard and our Trading ſo bad, 
That we in our function no Mony can gain, 
Our Pride and bravery for to maintain, 


Bett. True Siſter Gillian 1 know it full well, 

But what will you ſay If ſuch News I do tell? 

And how't will rejoyce you I'll make it out plain, 
Will make our Trade quick and more Mony will gain. 


There's none of the pitiful tribe we'll be for, 

And fix penny Cuſtomers we will abhorz _ 
For all thoſe that will our Dominions invade, 
Muſt pay for their ſauce we muſt live by our Trade, 


Gil. Good Sifter if you can make this but appear, 
My Spirit and Senſes you greatly will chear, - 
But a famine of Fleſh will bring all things to paſe, 
Or elſe we are as bad ftill as ever we was. 


Bett. Lately a Counſel of Bauds there did meet, 
In Cock and Tye ally, near Doo- little Street: 

And who was the Counſel and what was there done; 
I'll make it out to you as clear as the Sun. 


From Ratcliff-high-way, and from Nightingale-lane, 
Their Deputies came with a very fine train: 
Unto theſe two Couple, came long ſided Sue, 


Is as good as e er twang'd if you give her due. | 
Then 
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Then Tower-Dirch & Hatton Wall, ſent in their Prayers, 
And dreft as compleatly as Horſes to Fairs 
With them Jumping Fenn appear d as tis laid, - | 
Who ne er in her life of a man was afraid. 


The two Metropolitans came from the Park, 

As arch at the game, as e er plaid in the dark g 

Then Lureners lane a gay couple did bring, 

Two better I think, was ne'er firetch'd in hemp ftring; 


There was many others from Places remote, 

The which were too tedious for me here to note; 

And what was their buſineſs I here will declare, | 
How to keep our Trade in repute they take care. 


And firſt for thoſe Ladies that walk in the Night, 
Their Aprons and Handkerchiefs they ſhould be White, 
And that they do walk more in Town than in Fields, 

For that is the place moſt variety yields. "T3 A 


And thoſe that are over much worn by their Trade, 
Shallgo in a Veſſel their paſſage being paid ; = 
The venture of Cuckolds 'tis called by Name, 
And this is the way for to keep up our Fame, 


And this is the Ship, which the Cuckolds have brought, 
It lies at their Haven, and is to be Frought: : 
And thither Whores rampant, that pleaſe may repair, 
With Mafter and Captain to truck for their Ware. 


And for a ſupply that our Trade may increaſe, 
For wanton Commodity it will grow leſig 
We'll vifit the Carriers, and take them up there, 
And then for their tutering we will take care. 


In this we ſhall eaſe all the Countries to do't, 

And do our ſelves Pieaſure aud Profit to boot; 

For one that is Crack d in the Cu try Hefore, 
In London u ili make a ſpick and pan Whore, 


H There 
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There's many more Precepts which they did adviſe, 
But theſe which I' give you here ſhall ſuffice : 
And-when you have heard them, I think you will ſay, 
We ne er were more likely to thrive in our way, 


Some Orders agreed upon at a General Conſultation 
of the Siſter hood of Nightingale-lane, Rat- 
cliff high-way, Tower-Ditch, Roſemary-lane, 
Hatton-wall, Safforn-hill, Werſtones-Park, 
Luteners- lane, and ot her Places adjacent, for 
the general Encomagement and Advancement 
of their Occupation. 80 


1 Tu 70 Night- walker preſume to go without 4 White 
| Apron, and Handterchife, the better to be ſeen, 

2 To keep due time and bours, for fear of the.Corftable and 

bis Watch, | 5 a 

3 That thoſe which are over worn, Caft and Caſheir'd, do re. if | 
pair 10 the Ship called (The Cuckold's Venture) nowri- | 
ang at Cuckolds- Haven, thence to be Tranſported over-Sea if x 

to have tłeir breaches repa red. 

4 That a due care be talen to Vifat the Cæriers, for cracks i þ 
Maider.-heads, for the uſe and the increaſe of our Occupa- y 
tion, v 

5 That all boneſt Women belonging 10 eitber Wittals or , 
Cuckolds, be admitted to the principal Places in ibis Ship, 

6 And laſtly, for the better State and Magnificence of the ©) 
Honourable Corporation of W- rs, "tis ordered ibat 4 
Cbariot be made, to be drawn by Cuckolds, the Cuckold- | 
makers to drive, and ite Wittals to Ride. 


The 
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The Well approved Doctor: Or, Au Iefallibls Wi 
Cure for Cuckolds. To the foregoing Tune. 
ere is a fine Doctor now come to Town, | 
Whoſe practice in Phyſick hath gain d him renown, 


In curing of Cuckolds he hath the beſt skill, 
By giving one Doſe of his approved Pill. 


His skill is well known and his practiſe is great, 
Then come to the Doctor before "tis too late z 

His Med cines are ſafe, and the Doctor is ſure, 
He takes none in hand but he perfects the Cure. 


The DoRor himſelf he doth freely unfold, 

That he can cure Cuckolds tho never ſooldg - 
| He helps this diftemper in all ſorts of Men, 

At forty and fifty, yea Threeſcore and ten. 


There was an old Man lived near to the Strand, 
Decripid and Feehle, ſcarce able to ftands _ 
Who had been a Cuckold full forty long years, 
But hearing of this how he prick'd up his Eats. 


Away to the Doctor he went with all ſpeed, 
Where he firuck a bargain they ſoon were agreed, 
He cured his Forehead that nothing was ſeen, 
And now he's as brick as a Youth ot fifteen, 


tht No this being known, how his Fame it did ring, 
And unto the Doctor much traiding did bring; 
oli They came to the Doctor out of ey Shire, 
From all Parts and Places, yea both far and near. 


Both Duteb. men and Scorch-men to London did ride, 

ith Sbonny. ap Morgan, and T bouſands beſide; 
Thus all ſorts aud ſizes, both rich men and poor, 155 
hey came in whole Cart loads to this Doctor's doc r. 
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Some whining, ſome weeping, ſome careful and faid, 
And ſome was contented, and others Born mad ; | 
Some crooked ſome ſtreight horns, and fome over grown, 
The like in all Ages I think was ne'er known.” 


# 


Some rich and brave flouriſhing Cuckolds was there, 
That came in whole Droves, Sir, as if to Horn- Fair 3 
For now there is hopes to be cur'd of their grief, 
The Doctor declares in the Fall of the Leaf, 


Let none be ſo fooliſh as now to neglect, 


This Doctors great kindneſs and civil reſpect; 


Providing for them at his own coft and charge. 
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The term of bis time here the Doctor does write, 


Though rich Men may pay yet the poor ſhall go free, 
So kind and fo courteous a Duttor is he. 


*Tis known he ſo worthy 2 Conſcience doth make, 
Poor Cuckold he'll cure them for Charity ſake; 
Nay farther then this ftill his love does enlarge, 


* 


But ſome are ſo wicked that they will exclaim, 
Againſt their Poor Wives making em bear the blame; 


And will not look out in the leaſt for a Cure, 


But all their ſad Pains and their Tortures endure, 


But *tis without reaſon, for he that is born, 

Under ſuch a Planet, is Heir to the Horn: | 
Then come to the Doctor both rich Men and poor, 
He'll carefully cure you, what would you have more. 


From Six in the Morning till Seven at Night; 
Where in his own Chamber he ftill will remain, 
At the ſign of the 1/00dcock in Vinegar laue. 
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The Doctor doth here likewiſe preſent you with the 
Receipt of bis Infalible Medicine, that thoſe 
which have no Boo. on for it themſelves, may do 
good to their Neighbours and Acquaintances + 
and take it here as followeth. 


Ake five Pound of Brains of your December Flies, 
And forty true Tears from a Crocodile's Eyes, 


"The Wit of a Weafle, the Wool of a Frog. 


With an Ounce ot Conſerve of Michaelmas Fog, 


And make him a Poultis when he goes to Bed, 
To bind to his Temples behind of his head, 
As hot as the Patient he wel} can endure, 

And this is for Cuckolds an abſolute Cure, 
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(oo Neighbour” why do you look awTry, - 
you are a wondrous ſtranger; a 
You walk about you huff and pout, 
as if you'd burſt with anger: 
Js it for that your For tune's great, 
or you ſo wealthy are ? 
Or lives ſo high there's none anigh 
that can with you compare ? 
But t'other day I heard one ſay, 
your Husband durſt not ſhow his bars, 2 WO 


| But like a lout does walk about, 


fo full of fighs and fears: 
Good Mrs. Iart I caren'ta fart, 
for you nor all your jears. 
My Husband's knows for to be one, 
that is moſt Chaſte and pure, 


u; 
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And ſo would be continually, . 
but for ſuch Jades as you are ; 
[You Waſh, you Lick, you Smug, you Trick 
you toſs a twire agrin, 
You Nod, and Wink, and in his Drink, 
1 you ftrive to draw him in; 
{ Yon Lye, you Punk, you're always Drunk, 
and now you ſcold and make a ftrife, 
And like a Whore you run o'th' Score, 
|þ ad nd lead him a weary life; x 
| ll Tell me ſo again you dirty Quean, 
| and I'll pull you by the Quoif. 
Go dreſs thoſe Brats, thoſe naſty Rats, 
that have a lear ſo drowzy; 
With Vermine ſpread they look like dead, 
| good Faith they're always lowzy g 
Pray hold you there and do not ſwear, 
| | you are not half ſo ſweet : 
Fou feed yours vp with bit and ſup, 
and give them a dirty Teat © 
| My Girls, my Boys, my only Joys, 
are hetter fed and taught than your 
||} You lie you flirt you look like dirt, 
and I'D kick you out of door: 
ö | I A very good Jeft pray do your beft, 
| 


and a Faith Fl] quit your Scores. 
Go, go you area naſty bear, 
your Huſband cannot hear it 
Anaſty Quean as e'er was ſeen, . 
Il! | _. your Neighbours all can ſwear it: 
| A fulſome Trot and good for nought, 
1 unleſs it be to chat: TH e 
| | You ſtole a ſpoon out of the room: 
1 laſt Chriſtening you were at: 
5 Youlie you Bitch you've got the Itch, 
your Neighbours know you are not ſound, 
Look how you claw with your naſty paw, 
and I'll fell you to the grounc. 


You'ye 
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You ve tore my Hood you ſhall make it good, 
If it coſt me Forty Pound. 
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The Soria Cobler of St. Hellens Tins of Mill 
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Am a 3 jovial Cobler bald and brave, 
And as for Employment enough I have: 
For to keep } jogging my Hammer and Aw], 
Whilft 1 fit Singing and Whiftling in my Stall. 
Stall, Stall, whilft I ſit Singing aud TRIO in my Sub. 


But there's Dick the Carman, and Hodge who drives the | . i | 
For Sixteen, or Eighteen Pence a Day, (Oray 
Slave in the Dirt, whilft I with my Awl, "Wo 


Get mare Money fitting, ſitting in my Stall, &c, 


And there's Tom the Porter, Commpanion of the Pot, 
Who ftands in the ſtreet with his Rope and Knot, 
Waiting at a Corner to hear who will him cal, 

Wild 1 am getting Money, 3 in my Stap, &c, 
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And there's the jolly Broom Man his Bread for to get, 
Crys Brooms up aad down in the open ftreet, 


And one crys broken Glaſſes tho' ne er ſo ſmall, 
Whiltt I am getting Money, Money in my Stall, &c. 


And there's another gang of poor ſmutty Souls, 

Doth trudge up and down to cry ſmall Coles: 

With a Sack y their back, at a door ſtand and call, 
While I am ſitting, geuing Money in my Stall, c. 


And there*s another ſort of Notes, 

Who crys vp 2nd down old Suits and Coats: 

And perhaps ſome Days get nothing at all, 
Whilſt I fit gettirg Money, Money in my Stall, &c. 


And there's the jolly Cooper with his Hoops at his Back, 
Who trudgeth up and down to fee who lack, | 
Their Casks to be made tite with Hoops great and ſmall, 
Mlilſt Tfit geuing Money, Money in my Stall. | 


And there's a jolly Tinker who loves a bonny Laſs, 

Woo trudges up and down to mend old Braſs 

With his long imutty Punch to force holes withal, 
bilſi I fit getting Money, Money in my Stall, &c. 


And there is ancther old Tom Terrab, 
Who up and don the City drives his Barrow + 
Io ſell his Fruit both great and ſmall, 

Woii8 I fit geiting Money, Money in my Stall, &c. 


And there is the Blind, and Lame, with a wooden Leg, 
Who up and down the City they forced are to beg: 
Some Crumbs of Comfort the which are but ſmall, 

Whils I fit getting Money, Money in my Stall, &c. 


And there's a gang of Wenches who Oyfters ſell, 
Aud Powder Moll with her ſweet ſmells 

| | She trudges up and dowa with Powder and Ball, 
Mi Ii genting Money, Money in my Stall, &c. 
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And there's the jovial Girls with their Milking- Paß, 
Who trudge up and down with their Draggle-tails ?: i 


Flip flapping at their Heels, for Cuſtome they call, 
While Iſit gening Money, Money in my Stall, &c. 


Tis theſe are the Gang who take great pain, 
'And it is thoſe who do me maintain z | 
But when it Blows and Rains I do pity them all, 
To ſes them trudge about while I am in my Stall, &c. 


And there's many more who ſlave and toil, 

Their living to get but it is not worth while, 

To meation them ſo I'll ſing in my ſtall. 
Iam the hippie Mortal. Mortal of them all, x 
Al, all 1 am the bappie ſt Mortal, Mortal of them alt,” |} 1 
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The Merchant and the Fiddlers Wife. To a Plea-f | 
ant Northern Tune. 1 
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Tuas a rich Merchant Man, 
That had both Ship and all; 

And he would croſs the ſalt Seas, 

though his cunning it was but ſmall. 


The Fiddler and his Wife, 
they being nigh at hand; 

Would needs go ſail along with him 
from Dover unto Scotland, 


H L 3 
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l 
che Eidlers Wife looked brick, 
which made the Merchant ſmile ; 


11 
ne made no doubt to bring it about, 
| the Fidler to beguile, 
| s this thy Wife the Merchant, faid, 
She looks like an honeft Spouſe 3 


if Ay that ſhe is, the Fidler ſaid, 
1 that ever trod on Shoes. 


| Thy confidence is very great, 
the Merchant then did ſay; 
Af thou a wager dareft to bet, 
Tn tell thee what I will lay. 


0 ” lay my Ship againft thy Fidle, 
id all my venture too: 

80 Pe y gang along with me, 
| | my abin * to view. 


41 ſhe continue one hour with me, 

| thy true and conſtant Wife, 
Then ſhalt thou have my ſhip and be, 
8 | a Merchaat al thy Life. | 


The Fidler was content, | 

ne danc'd and lea pd for joy; | 
And twang'd his Fiddle in merimens, 

| For Peggy he thought was coy. 


Typen Peggy ſhe went along, 
is Cabin for to vie v; 
And after her the Merchant Man, 
| did follow we found it true. 


Il [When they were once together, 
* 1 The Fidler was afraid 
For he crept near in pitious fear, 
And thus to Fegg) he fad, 
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Hold out, ſweet Peggy hold out, 
for the ſpace of two half-hours z 

If thou hold ont I make no doubt, 
but the Ship and Goods are ours, 


Jn troth ſweet Robert I cannot, 
he bath got me about the midle z 

He's luſty and ſtrong and hath laid me along, 
O Robin thou'ſt loft thy Fiddle. 


If I have loſt my Fiddle, 
Then am Ia man undones 
My Fiddle whereon I ſo often plaid, 
away I needs muſt run, 


O ſtay the Merchant ſaid, 
and thou ſhalt keep thy place; 
And thou ſhalt have thy Fiddle again, 
but Peggy ſhall carry the Caſe, - 


Poor Robin hearing that, 
He look'd with a merry chear : 

His Wite ſhe was pleas'd and the Merchant was ea;'d,. 
and jolly and bcisk they were. 


The Fidler he was mad, 

but valu'd it not a Fig: 

Then Peggy unto her Husdand ſaid, 
kind K9%in play us a jigg. 


Then he took up his Fiddle, 5 
and merily he did play; 

The Scottiſb jigg, and the Horn. Pipe, 
and eke the Iriſh Hey. ; 


It was but in vaia to grieve, 
the dee. it was done and paſts 
Poor Robin was born to carry the Horn, ' 
For Peggy could not be chaſte, 


1 


f 


| 


aud leave me here to ſigh and moan ;. 


— 
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Then Fiddlers all beware, 
your Wives are kind you ſee; 


1 And he that is made for the Fiddling Trade, 


Muft never a Merchant be. 


For Peggy ſhe knew right well, 
although ſhe was but a Woman g « 


| | That Gamefters, Drink, and Fiddſers Wives! 


They are cver Free and Common, 


p"= ä * — ——— 8 . ” . 
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The Unconſtant Woman, To a New Tune. 


fü 


De you not hear of a gallant Sailor, 


whoſe Pockets they were lin'd with Gold; 


| | He fell in Love with a pretty Creature, 
aas l to you the truth unfoid ; 


With a kind ſalute, and without diſpute, 
he thought to gain her for his own : 


| | Unconftant Woman proves true to u Man, 


ſhe has gone and left me all. alone. * 


| Don't you remember my pretty Peggy. 


the Oaths and Vows which you made to me; 8 
All in the chamber we was together, EY 


that you would never unconfrant be: 


But you prove ftxange Love and from me rang-; 


4 
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Unaconſtant Woman proves true to no Man, 


I made her Preſents of Rings and Jewels, 


* 


l, 


Unconftant Woman is true to no Man, 
ſhe's gone and left me all alone. 


As T have Gold you ſhall have Treaſure, 
or any dainty kind of thingy 
Thou maift command all Delight and Pleaſure, 
and what you'd have, Love I would you bring: 
But you prove ſhie and at laſt deny, 
him that admires you alone; N 
Unconſtant Woman proves true to no Man, 
ſhe's left me hete to make my moan. 


When firſt I ſaw your charming Beauty, 
I ftood like one in all amaze; 
I ftudy'd only how to pay Duty, 
and could not ſpeak but onely gaze: 
At laft ſaid I, fair Maid comply, 
and eaſe àa wretched Lover's moan ; 


ſhe's gone and left me here alone, 


with Diamond Stones I gave her too; 
She took them kindly and call'd me Jewel,. . 
and ſaid her Love to me was true 3 
But in the end ſhe prov'd unkiad, 
when I thought ſhe had been my own: 
Unconftant Woman proves true to no Man, 
ſhe's gone and left me here alone.” 


For three Months time we ſaw each other, 

and ſhe oft ſaid ſhe*d be my Wife; 

Thad her Father's Conſent and Mother, 
thought to have liv'd a happy Life: 

She laugh'd and toy both Night and Day,. 
but at length ſhe chang'd her tone: 

Unconttant Woman proves true to no Many: 
ike's left me now to make my moan, 


| o 
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Many a time we have walled together, 

both hand in hand to an Arbour green; + 
Where Tales of Love in ſun-ſhiny Weather, 7 
we did diſcouſe and were not ſeen ; | 8 
With a kind ſalute we did diſpute, 
1 while we together was alone: 
Uaconſtant Woman ſhe's true to no man, 
ſhe's gone and left me here alone. 


Since Peggy has my kindneſs flighted, 5 
I'll never truſt a Woman more; 
Tuas in her alone 1 Cer delighted, ] 
but ſince ſhe's falſe III leave the Shoar : L 
In Ship I'Il enter, on Seas I'll venture, 


and ſail the World where I'm not known : It 
Uaconſtant Woman proves true to no Man, | 


ſhe's gone and ies me e here alone, 5 


Sorrow baniſh'd in a Mug. The Words by Sir Ed- 25 
ward Morgan. If 
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E Sorrow the Tyrant invade thy Breaſt, 

1 haul out the foul Fiend by the Lug, the Lug 
Let ought of to morrow difturb thy reft, — * 
but daſh out his Brains with a Mug, a Mug. 
If Buſineſs unluckily goes not well, 
let the fond Fools their A ffections hug, 

To ſhew our Allegiance we'll go to the Bell, 
and banifh Deſair in a Mug, a Mug. 


i thy Wife proves not one of the beſt, the beft, 
but ad mits no time but to think, to think; 8 
Oc the weight of thy Forehead bow down thy Creſt, 
1. Þ divert the dull Damon with Drink, with Drink, 
If Mifs prove pzeviſh and will not Gee, 
ne'er pine, ne'cr pine at the wanton Pug, 
But find out a fairer a kinder than ſhe, 
aud baniſh Deſpair in a Mug, a Mug. 


If dear Afſignation be croſt, be croſt, 
and Miftreſs go home in a rage, a rage: 
Let not thy poor Heart like a Ship be toft, 
but with a brisk Brimmer engage, engage : 
What if the fine Fop aud the Mask fall out, 
and the one hug, and t'other tu, 
While they piſh a1d fie we will frolick in ftout, 
and baniſh all Cate in a Mug, a Mug. 


if toying young Damon by Sylvia's Charms, 
at length ſhould look pale aud perplexed be: 


To 
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To cure the Diſtemper and eaſe thoſe harms, 


be kind to them they will ſweetly hug; 
then baniſh deſpair in a Mug, a Mug. 


Let then no Misfortune e er make thee dull, 

but drink away Care in a Jug, a Jug : 

Then let not thy Tide Real away, but pull; 
Carouſe away, though in a Mug, a Mug: 


while they for their Ambition tug. 
We'll fit cloſe and ſnug ina Sea-coal Room, 
and baniſh Deſpair in a Mug, a Mug. 


Let Zealots o'er Coffee new Plots deviſe, 


like our Faces inſpir'd with a Mug, a Mug, 
Let Sectaries dream of Alarms, Alarms, 
and Fools ftill for new changes tug. | 
While fam'd for our Loyalty we'll ftand to our 


and all Loyal Lads of true Engliſh Race; 
Who hate the ſtum Poyſon of Spain and France, 
or to Bourdeux or Burgundy do give place: 
whilft we, we all the Seaſon lie Snug; 


and (ball ſubmit to the Mug, che Mug, 


go ftreight to the Globe and a»k Number three: 
There Beauties like Venus thou caoft not lack, = 


There's choice of the Faireft, the Brown or the Black, 


While others for Greatneſs and Fortunes doom, 


and lace with freſh Treaſon the Pagan drug, 
Whilft our Loyal blood flows our Veins ſhall ſhine, 


Arms, 


and drink the King's Health in a Mug, a Mug. 


Come then to the Queen let the next advance, 


T | The Flask and the Bottle breeds Ach and Gout, 


i | Neither Spaniard nor Flemming, can vie with our tout, 
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3 ftay, ſhut the Gates, 
- T'other quart, faith, it is not ſo late, 
As youre thinking, 
. Thoſe Stars which you ſee, 
f | In this Hemiſpere be, 
© Bat the ftuds in your Checks by your Driokiog; 
The Sun is gone to Tiple all Night in the Sea Boys, 
To Morrow be'll bluſh that he's paler than we Boys, 
Drink Wine give him Water, tis Sack makes us Ghe Boys, - 


Fill, fill up the Glaſs, 
To the next merry la let it paß, 
Come away with't ; 


Q 


Come 
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Come ſet Foot to Foot, 
And but give our minds to't: 
Tis heretical Six that doth ſlay Wit, 
No Helicon like to the juice of the Vine is, - 
For Phebus had never had Wit, or Divineneſs, 


Had his Face not bzen bow dy d as thine, his, and mine is, 


Drink, drink off youk Bowls, 

We'll enrich both our Heads and our Souls 
With Canary, 
A Carbuncled Face, 
Sayes a tedios Race, 

For the Indies about us we carry. 

Then hang up good Faces, we'l] drink till our Noſes, 

Give freedom to ſpeak what our Fancy diſpoſes; 

Beneath whoſe protection is under the Roles. 


This, this muſt go round, 
Off your Hats, tin that the Pavement be Crown'd 
2 With your Beavers +; 
A Red-coated Face 
Frights a Seargeaat at mace, 
And the Conſtable trembles to ſhivers. 
In ftate march our Faces like thoſe of the Quorum, 
When the Wenches fall down and the Vulgar adore em, 
And our Noſes, like Link Boys, run ſhining before em. 
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The Nymphs Holiday. The Tune of the Nightingale. 
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Pon a Holiday, when the Memos had leave to Play, 


I walk'd unſeen, on a Pleaſant Green, 
Where I heard a Maid, in an angry Splren, 
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Complaining to a ſwain, to leave his TED: * 


And fport with her upon the Plain; 
Bat he the ſilly Clown, 5 
Regardleſs of her moan, did leave her all alone, 


Still ſhe cry'd, come away, come away, bonny Lad 
(come away, 


I cannot come, I will not come, I cannot come, my Work's 


Was all the Words this Clown did ſay. 


She vext in her mind to hear this Lads reply, 
To Venus ſhe went in great diſcontent, 
To defire her Boy with his Bow ready bent, 


To take a nimble Dart, ai ſtrike him to the heart, 


For diſobeying her Commandment : - 


Cupid then gave the ſwain ſuch a bang, 
As made him to gang with this bonny Laſs along, 


Still ſhe cry'd, come away, come away, bonny Lad come 


I come, I come, I come, I come, I come, 1 come, Lcome, - 


$0 9 Bang d along together. 


(hither, 


God | 
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Good Eonef Trooper take warning by Donald a 
Cooper. To the Tune of Daniel Cooper. 
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Bonny Lad came to the Court, 

1 His Name was Donald Cooper 3 
And he petition d to the King, 
IIut he might be a Trooper: 

| | 

; He ſaid that he, 

| By Land and Sea, 


Had fought to Admiration 
4 And with Montroſs, | 
; Had many blows, 85 
L Both for his King and Nation. 


| The King did his Petition grant, 
And faid he lik d him dearly; 
Which gave to Donald more content, 
| Than 3 Shillings yearly: 
This wily Leard, | 
RRRode in the Guard, 8 
And ov d a ſtrong Beer Barrel, 


3 5 
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Yet ſtout enough, 


To Fight and Cuff. 
But was not given to Varrel. ig. 


Till on a Saturday at Night, 
He walked in the Park Sir; 
And there he ken'd a well fair Laſs, 
When it was almoſt dark, Sir: 
Poor Donald he, 
Drew near to ſee, 
And kift ker boany Mow Sir g 
He laid her flat; 


Upon her Back, | 
And bang d her fide Weam too, vic, 


He took her by the Lilly White Hand, 
And kifs'd his bonny Mary; 

Then they did to the Tavern go. 
Where they did drink Canary: 
Wen ke was drunk, 

In came a Punk, 

And ask d gan he would Mow her; 
Then he again, 
With might and main, 

Did bravely lay her o'er, Sir. 


Poor Donald he roſe up again, 
As nothing did him ail, Sir; 
But little ken d this bonny Laſs, 
Had Fire about her Tail, Sir: 

When Night was ſpent, 

Then Home he went, 
And told it with a hark, Sir z 

How he did Kiſs, 
A dainty Miſs, 

And lifted up ber Sark, Sir. 


Zut &er a Month had gone about; 
Poor Donald walked laflly 3 


— 
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And every yean enquir'd of him 
What gar d him leuk ſo badly? 

A Wench, quoth he, 

Save Snuff to me, 

Out of her Placket-box Sir; 

| And Iam ſure, 
She prov'd a Whore, _ 
 Andgiv'nto me the Pox Sir. 


F , „ 4 ; 


Poor Donald he, being me FCG 705 5 4-4 


Was turn'd out of the Guard Sir, 
And never could get in again, 
Although he was a Leard Sir: 

When Mars doth meet, 
With Venus ſweet, 

And ftrugles to ſurrender, , 
The Triumph's loft, 
Then never truſt, 

A Feminine Commander, 


Poor Donald he went home again, 
Becauſe he loft his place Sir, 
For playing of a Game at Whisk, 
And turning up an Ace Sir; 
_ Ye Soldiers all, 
Both great and ſmall, 
A Foot-man or a Trooper, 
| When you behold, 
A Weach that's bold, 
Remember Donald Cooper, 


— 
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Country Dance at Richmond, ce My, 
Lane s Maggot. 


Orbe up drowſie Gut- Scrapers 3 
Gallants be ready, ns 
Each with his Lady ; a 
Foot it about, 
Till the night be run out; 
let ao ones Humour pal: 
Briſk Lads now cut you Capers : 
Put your Legs to't, - 
And ſhew you can dot; 
Frisk, frisk it away, | * 
Til break of Day, 
And hey for Richmond Ball! 
Fortune-bitrrs, 
Hags, Rum hehiers, 
Nymph of che Woods, 
Aud ale City Goods ; 
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Ye Cherubins, | 
And Setaphins, 
Ye Caravans, 
And Haradans, 
In Order all advance: 
| Twittenham Loobies, 
Thiſtteworth Boobies, 
Wits of the Town, 
And Beaus that have none? 
Ye Jacobites as ſharp as Pins; 
Te Monfjeurs, and ye Sooterkins ; 
Tul teach you all the Dance, 


Caſt off Tom behind fFohmy, 
| Do the fame Nmy, 
Eyes are upon ye 3 
Trip it between, 
Little Dickey and Fean, 
And ſet in the Second Row: 
Then, caft back you muft too, 
And up the firſt Row. 
Nimbly thruft through: 
Thea, then turn about, 
Io the left or you're out, 
And meet with your Love below. 
Paſs, then croſs, . 
Then Jack's pretty Laſs, 
Then turn her about, about and about; 
And Fack, if you can do ſo too, 
With Betty, whilft the time is true, 
| We'll all your Ear commend; 
Still there's more, 
To lead all four: 
Tuo by Nancy ſtaud, 
And give ber your Hand, 
Then caft her quickly down below, 
And meet her in the ſccond Row: 
_ The Dance is at An end. 
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The Gorial Drinker. 55 


A Pox on thoſe Fools, who exclaim againſt Wine. 
| and fly the dear ſweets that the Bottle doth bring. 
It heightens the Fancy, the Wit does refine, 35 

and he that was firſt Drunk was made the firſt King. 


By the help of good Claret old Age becomes Youth, 
and ſick Men tif) find this the only Phyſitian; 
Drink largely you'll know by experience the Truth, 

that he that drinks moſt is the beſt Politician. 


To Victory this leads on the brave Cavalier, 
and makes all the Terrours of War, but Delight: 
This fluſhes his Courage and beats of baſe Fear, 
twas this that taught Ceſar and Pompey to fight. 


This ſupportsall our Friends and knocks down our foes] 
this makes us all Loyal from Courtier to Clown ; 
Like Dutch Men from Brandy, from this our Strength 


ſo ' tis Wine, Noble Wine, Buy a Friend to 1 
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Play, acting the Grave - maler. 
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With the reſt of the Tools that belong to my Trade, 
I that buried others am roſe from the Dead, 


With 4 Ring, 4 Ring, Ring, 4 Ring, and Dig a Dig, Dig. 


My thoughts are grown eaſie my Mind is at reft, 

Since things at the worſt are now grown to the beſt, 
And I and the Worms that long taſted ſhall feaſt, 
 Witha Ring, &c. — 


How I long to be meaſuring and cleaving the Ground, 

And commending the Soil for the Sculls ſhall be found, 

Whoſe thickneſs alone, not the Soil makes them ſound, 
ith a Ring, &c. | 


+ Look you, Maſters, I'll cry, may the Saints ne'er me ſave, 
Tf this ben't as well contriv'd fort of a Grave, 

As a Man could wiſh on {uch occaſion to have, 

_ With a Ring, &c. 


Os more to theſe Arms my lov'd Pick-ax and Spade, 


1 55 Ob⸗ 
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At Marriages next Til afficm it and ſwear, 


Obſerve but the Make of't, I'll by you be try'd, 
And the Coffin ſo freſh there that lies on that ſide, 
It's fifty Years ſince he that own's it has dy d. 

With a Ring, Kc. EYE 


J hope to remember your Friend in a Bowl, 

An honeft good Gentleman, God reſt his Soul, 

He has that for a Ducat is worth a Piſtole, 
With a Ring, &c. 


pa , 


If the Bride would be Private ſo great was my Care, 
That not a Soul knew that the Prieft joyn'd the Pair, 
With a Ring, &c. | 


When I my ſelf wiſper'd and told it about, 


What door they'd go in at what Door they'd go out, 


To receive the Salutes of the Rable and Rout, 
With a Ring, &c. jt 


At Chriſtenings 1'll fit with abundance of Joy, 
And drink to the Health of the Girl or the Boy, 


At the ſame time I wiſh that Fate both would deſtroy, 


That I may Ring, &c, | 


What &er's my Religion, my Meaning's to Thrive, 
So the Child that is born, to the Font but ſurvive, 
No matter how ſhort its continuance alive, 

That I may Ring, &c. ke 


Hear then my good Neighbours attend to my Cry, 
And bravely get Children, and decently die, 
No Sextor now breathing ſhall uſe you as I, 


With a Ring a King, Ring a Ring, Dig 4 Dig Dig. 
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Y Friend if you would underftand, 
my Fortunes what they are: 

I once had Cattle, Houſe and Land, 

© but now I am never the near: 

My Father left a good Eſtate, 
as I may tell to thee ; 

I couzened was of all I had, 
like a greas Boobee, 


1 went to School with a good intent, 
and for to learn my Book; 

And all the day I went to play, 
in it I never did lock; 

Full ſeven years, or very nigh, 
as I may tell to thee 


I could hardly ſay my Criſs-Crofs Row, 
like a great Boobee. . 


My Father then in al the haſte, 
did ſet me to the Plow; l. 
7 


And for to laſh the Horſe about, 
indeed I knew not how : 
My Father took his Whip in hand, 
and ſoundly laſhed me; 
He call'd me fool and Country Clown, 
lite à great Boobee, 


But T did from my Father run, 
for I would Plow no more 3 

Becauſe he had ſo laſhed me, 
and made my fides ſo ſore: 

But I will go to London Town, 
fome faſhions for to ſee z 


When I came there they call'd me Clown, 


and 4 great Boobee. 


But as I went along the ſtreet, 
I carried my Hat in my hand; 
And to every one that I did meet, 
I bravely buſs'd my hand: 
Some did laugh, and ſome did ſcoff, 
and ſome did mock at mez 
And ſome did ſay 1 was a Wood - cock, 
and a great Boobee, 
Then T did walk in haſte to Pauls, 
the Steeple for to view: 
Becauſe I heard ſome people ſay, 
it ſhould be builded new: 
Then I got up unto the top, 
the City for to ſee | 
It was ſo high it made me cry, 
like a great Boobee, 


From thence I went to Weftlminfter, 
and for to ſee the Tombs : 

Oh, ſaid 1, what a houſe is here! 
with an infinite ſight of Rooms ; 
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 Sweetly the Abby Bells did Ring, 
it was a fine fight to ſee 1 


Methought I was going to Heaven in a String, 
like « great Boobee. Th 


But as I went along the ſtreet, 
the moſt part of the day 
Many Gaſliarts I did meet, 
methought they were very gay: 
I blew my Noſe and pift my Hoſe, 
ſome people did me ſee; 
They ſaid 1 was a Beaftly fool, 
and a great Boobee, 


Next day I though FPye- corner paft, 
the Roſt-meat on the ftall; 

Invited me to take a tafte, 

my Money was but ſmall : _ ED 
The Meat I pickt, the Cook me kickt, 

as I may tell to thee; 
He beat me fore and made me roar, 

Like à great Boobee. 


As I through Smiib-peld lately walkt, 
| a gallant Lals I met 

 Familiarly with me ſhe talkt. 
| which I cannot forget: 
She preffer'd me a Pint of Wine, 

methought te was wondrous free, 

To the Tavern then I went with her, 
lite a great Boobee. 


She told me we were near of Kin, 
and call'd for Wine good ſtore; 

Before the Reconing was brought in, 
my Couſin provd a Whore :. 

My purſe ſhe pickt, and went away, 
my couſin couzned me, 


The Viatner kick d me out of door, 
lite a great Boobee. 


At the Exchange when I came there, 
I ſaw moſt gallant things; 
I thought the Pictures living were, 
of all our Engliſh Kings: 
Idofc my Hat and made a Leg, 
and kneeled on my knees 


The people laugh'd and call'd me Fool, 


and a great boobee. 


To Paris. Garden then J went, 
where there is great reſort; 
My Pleaſure was my Puniſhment, 

I did not like the ſport: 


The Garden Bull with his ſtout Horns, 


on high then toſſed me; 
did bewray my ſelt with fear, 
like à great Boobee. 


The Bearward went to ſave me then, 
the people flock'd about; 
J told the Bear Garden-Men, 
my Guts they were almoſt out: 


They ſaid I ftunk moſt grievouſly, 


no man would pity me; 
They call'd me witleſs fool and aſs, 
and a great Boobee. 


Then o'er the Water 1 did paſs, 
as you ſhall underſtands 

I ou into the Thames ala&, 
before I came to Land. 

The Waterman did help me out, 
and thus did ſay to me; 

Tis not thy fortune to be Drown d, 
like a great Boobee. þ 
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But J have learned ſo much Wit, 
hall ſhorten all my Ca tes; 
If I can but a Licenſe get, 
to play before the Bears: 
?T would be a gallant Place indeed, 
as I may tell to thee; _ | 
Then who dares call me Fool or Aſs, 
or great Boobee, 
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Se by Mr. Jeremiah Clark, and ſung by My. 
1 Leveridge. FF 
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When Gamefters won't Swear, and no bribery thrives, . 
Young Wives love old Husbands, young Husbands old 


Hen Maids live to Thirty yet never repented, 


(Wives g; 


When Landlords love Taxes and Soldiers love Peace 
And Lawyers forget a rich Client to fleece: 

When an old Face ſhall pleaſe as well as a new, 
Wives, Husbands, and Lovers will ever be true, 
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When Europe's at Peace and all England contented, 
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When Bullies leave Huffing and Cowards their trembling,. 


And Courtiers and Women and Prieſts their Diflembling,. 


When theſe ſhall do nothing againft what they teach, 

Pluralities hate and we mind what they Preach : 

When Vintners leave brewing to draw the Wine pure,. 

And quacks by their Medicines kill leſs than they cure, 

When an old Face ſhall pleaſe as well as a new, 
Wives, Husbands and Lovers will ever be true, 
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Words to a Tune of Mr. Bar ret's call d the Catherine. 
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IN the pleaſant Month of May, „„ 
When the merry, merry Birds began to ſing; 
And the Bloſſoms freſh and gayͤ; 
| Mlher'd in the welcome Spring, 
When the long cold Winter's gone, 

And the bright enticing Moon: 

In the Evening ſweetly ſhon, 
When the bonny Men and Maids trip it on the Graſs; 

At a joly Country Fair, 

When the Nymphs in the beſt appear; 
We reſolv'd to be free, with a Fiddle and a She, 
E'ry Shepherd and his Laſs. 


In the middle of the ſport, 
1 When the Fiddle went briſk and the Glaſs went round, 
And the Pretty gay Nymphs for Court, 
With their Merry Feet beat the Ground 
Little Cupid arm'd unſeen, 
With a Bow and dart ſtole in, 
With a conquering Air and Mien, 
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And empty'd his Bow thro the Nywphs and the Swalns, 
B'ry Shepherd and his Mate, | 
Soon felt their pleafing fate, 
And longing to try in enjoyment to die, . 
Love reign'd oer all the Plains. „ | 


Naw the fighing $yains gave oer, 1 
And the wearied Nymphs could dance no more, | 
There were other Thoughts that mov'd, =—_ 
E'ry pretty kind Pair that Lovd: 1 — 7 | 
ln the Woods the Shepherds lay, 
And mourn'd the time away, | 
0 And the Nymphs as well as they, 
Long'd to taſte what it is that their Senſes cloys, 
Till at laft by conſent of Eyes, 
Ery Swain with his pretty Nymph flies, 
E'ry Buxom She retires with her He, 
To act Loves ſolid Joys, 


4 Scetch Song ſung by Mrs, Lucas at the old | 


Theatre.. 


BY Moon light on the Green, 
our bonny Laſſes Cooing 
And dancing there I've ſeen, 


who ſeem'd alone worth Wooing :. 
Her Skin like driven Snow, 0 


her Hair brown as a Berry: 
Her Eyes black as a Slow, 
ber Lips red as a Cherry. 


Oh how ſhe tript it Skipt it, 
leapt it, ſtept it, whiskt it; 
Eriskt it, whirld it, twirld it. 
| ſwimming, ſpringing, ſtarting:: 
Vo quick, the tune to nick, 
Vith 2 heave and a toſs: 
And a jerk at parting, | | 
j with a heave, anda toſs, and a jerk at parting. 


As ſhe ſat down I bowed, 
_ and vell'd my bonnet to her; 
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Then took her from the Crowd, 
with Honey words to woo ber; * 
Sweet blitheſt Laſs, quoth I, 

it being bleaky Weather: 
J prithee let us try, 


another Dance together; 
0 bow ſhe, &e. 


Whilft ſueing thus I ſtood, 
quoth ſhe pray leave your fooling I 
Some Dancing heats the Blood, 
but yours I fear lacks cooling: 
Still for a Dance I pray'd, | | 
_ - and we at laft had Seven 3 $67; 1. My 
And whilft the Fiddle play'd, 


ſhe thought her ſelf in Heaven, 
0 bow ſhe, &o, | 


At laſt ſhe with a Smile, 14 
to Dance again defir'd me; = 

Quoth 1, pray ftay a while, 

for now good faith ye've tir'd me: 

With that ſhe look d ou me, 
and figh'd with muckle ſorrow; | | 
Than gang ye'ar gate quoth ſhe, 4 

but Dance again to morrow. 


The Gally Stave. The Words ho. Mr. Duty 
80 by Mr. ** Purcell. 
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V 7 Hen the World firſt knew Creation, 
A Rogue was a top, a Rogue was a top Profeſſion, 
When there were no more in all Nature but Four, 
there were two of them in tranſgreſſion, 
And the Seeds are no leſs 
Since that you may gueſs,.- 
But have all their Ages been growing apace 
There's Lyiag and Theiving, 
Craft, Pride and Deceiving, 


Branch out from one Stock, the rank Vices in Vogue, 
And make all Mankind one Gygantical Rogue, 


View.all human Generation, 
You'll find in every Station, 


Rage Murder and Roaring, Rape Inceft and Whoriog, - 
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Lean Vertue decays, whilſt Intereſt ſways, 
Th'ill Genius of the Nation; | 
All are Rogues in degrees, 
The Lawyer for Fees, 6 | | 
The Courtier Le Cringe, and the Alderman ſqueeſe; | | 
The Canter, the Toper,. | i: 
The Church Interloper, | Bi 
The Punk, and the Practiſe of Piety Groper; 3 
But above all he that fails our true Rites to Maintain, 11 
And deſerts the Cauſe Royal is deepeſt ia gain. — i! 


He that firft to mend the Matter, f 
Made laws to bind our Nature, 15 
Should have found the way, 
To make Wills obey 
And have Moddel'd the new Creature; 
For the Savage in Man, 
From Original ran, 5 
And in ſpight of Confinement now reigns as't began 
Here's Preaching and Praying. and Reaſon diſplaying, 14 
Yet Brother with Brother, is Killing and Slaying, | 
Then blame not the Rogue that free Senſe doth enjoy, 
Then falls like a Log, and believes he ſhall lye. 


* 
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A Song in the Comedy call d, The Country Miſs | 

with her Furbelb, the Words by Mr. Tho. Dur- 
fey, to a Time of the late Mr. Henry Purcell's, 
and ſung by Mr, Leveridge. 
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| Crt when Spring came on;. 
Wog'd Sylvia in a Grove; 
Both gay and young, and ſtill he fungs: 
The ſweet Delights of Love; 
Wedded Joys, in Girls and Boys, 

And pretty Chat, of this and that: 
The Honey Kiſs, and Charming Bliſs, 
Thet Crowns the Marriage Bed; 
He ſnatch'd her hand, ſhe Bluſh'd and fand. 

And ſeem'd as if afraid : - 
Forbear, ſhe crys, your fawning Lyes, 
I ve vow'd to dye a Maid. 


Ceadoy at that began, 
co talk of Apes in Hell; 
And what was worſe the odious Curſe, 
Of growing old and ſtale; 
* Loſs of bloom when dies come, 
And offers kind when none will mind: 
The rofie Joy, and ſparkling Eye, 
_ Grown faded and decay'd ; 
At which when known, ſhe chang'd her tone, 
| And to the Shepherd ſaid; 
Dear Swain give oer, I'll think once more, 
1 Before Ii dye a Maid, 


| 


} 
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De Ouaker's Song, ſung by Mrs, Willis at the 
"A new Play-Houfe. N 


—— — — 44 4.:j——ů— —-« 
* . 


| Aegi the pure ones all, 
which Conſcience doth profeſs 3 

And yet that ſort of Concience, 

doth practiſe nothing leſs ; 
1 mean the Set of thoſe Elect, 

that's loath to live by Merit ; 

That leads their Lives with other Mens Wives, 

according unto the Spirit, | 


One met with a Holy Sifter of ours, 
a Saint who dearly lov'd him 3 

And fain he would have kiſs'd ber, 
becauſe the Spirit moy'd him: 
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But ſhe deny'd and he reply'd, * 
your damn unleſs you do it; 
Therefore conſent do not repent, 
for the Spirit doth move me to it. 


She not willing to offend poor Soul, 
yielded unto his motion; 

And what theſe two did intend, 
was out of pure Devotion : 

Tolye with a Friend and Brother, . 
ſhe thought ſhe ſhou'd die no ſinner, l 

But cer five mouths were paſt, 

' 
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the Spirit was quick within her. 


But what will the Wicked ſay, 

| when they ſhall here of this Rumour 3  - 
They n laugh at us every day, | 
and Sce ff us in every Cerner: 
Let em do ſo ſtill if that they will, 

we mean not to follow their faſhion, 

They're none of cu; 5: nor of out Elect, | 

nor none of our Cungregation- : | 


But when the time was come, 
that ſhe was to be laid 
It was no very great Crime, 
committed by her they ſaid: 
 *Cauſe they did know and She d id ſhow, 
„tas done by a Friend and Brother, 
T But a very great fin they ſaid it had been, 
| ' 1 Ifit had been done by another, 
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A50, Ort ſter Nan 1 by her Tub, 
To ſhew her vicious inclination; . 
She gave her nobleſt Parts a Scrub, 
And figh'd for want of Copulation: : 
A Vintner of no little Fame : _ 
Who excellent Red and White can ſell ye, 
Beheld the little dirty Dame, 
As ſhe ſtood ſcratching of her Belly, 


| Come i in, ſays he, you filly flut, 
"Tis now a rare convenient Minute 5 
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I'Il lay the itching of your Scut, 

Except ſome greedy Devil be in it: 
With that the Flat-capt Fusby ſmil'd, 

And would have bjuſh'd but that ſhe cou'd not; 
Alaſs! ſays ſhe, we're ſoon beguil'd, 

By Men to do thoſe things we ſhou'd not. 


From Door they went behind the Bar; 

As it is by common Fame reported; 
And there upon a Turkey Chair, 
Uulſcen the loving Couple ſparted : 
But being cal'd by Company, 

As he was taking pains to pleaſe her: 
I'm coming, r Sir, ſays he, 

My Dear, and ſo am I, ſays ſhe Sir. 


Her Mole-hill Belly fwell'd about, 
Into a Mountain quickly after ; 
And when the pretty Mouſe crept out, 
The Creature caus'd a mighty Laughter :. 
And now ſhe has learnt the pleaſing Game, 
 Altho' much pain and ſhame it coſt her; 


She daily ventures at the ſame, 


And ſhuts and opens like an Oyſter. 


— — — ne — 
The Trib Figg or, The Night Ramble. 
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S po Night in my Ramble I chanc'd to ſee, 
A thing like a Spirit it frightned me, 

I cock d up my Hat and reſolv'd to look big, 
And freight fell a tuning the 1riſh Fig. 


The Devil drew nearer and nearer in ſhort, 
I found it was one of the Petticoat ſort ; 
My Fears being over I car'd not a fig, 

But ftill I kept tuning the 7r3ſþ Jig. 


And then I went to her, reſolying to try her, 
J put her a gog of a longing defire': 

I told her I'd give her a Whip for her Gig, 
And a Scourge to the Tune of the /riſb Fig. 


Then nothing but Dancing her Fancy could pleaſe, 
We lay on the Graſs and Danc'd at our eaſe: 

I down with my Breeches and off with my Wig, 
And we fella Dancing the 1rifþ Fig. Re 


I thank you kind Sir for your kindneſs, ſaid ſhe, 
The Scholar's as wiſe as the Maſter can bez 

For if you ſhould chance to get me with Kid, 
Ii lay the poor Brat to the 1riſb Fig. 


The Dance being ended as you may ſee, 

We role by conſent and we both went away, 
I put on my Cloaths and left her to grow big, 
And ſo 1 went roaring the 1riſh Fig, 
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{| 1. was a happy Golden Day, 

1 Whenfair Althea Kind and Gay; 
Put all but Love and me away: 

I arm'd with ſoft words did addreſs, 
* Sweet and kind Kiſſes far expreſs, 
* Acxreater Joy and Happineſs, 


| Nature the beſt Inſtructreſs cry'd, 
| Her Ivory Pillows to divide, 

That Love might ſail with Wind and Tide: 
She rais'd the Maft and ſail'd by it, 

That day two Tides together met, 
Drove him on Shore ſoon droping wet. 
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H Cælia how can von be Cruel and Fair, 
Since removing, 
The Charms that are loving; 
*Twould make a poor Lover detpair, 5 e 
"Tis true | have lov'd you theſe [ever long Years & more, 
Too long-for a Man that nder was in Love before: 
And if longer you my Carrflzs deny, - 
I then am reſolvd to give over my Flames and die. 


Love fires the Heart of him that is braye, 
Cuherms the ſpirit, 
Ot him that is merit; 


192 
And makes the poor Lover a Slave, 
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Dull ſordid Souls that never knew how to Love, 


Where Nature is plung d tis a ſhame to the beſt above: 


And if any longer you my Careſſes de ny, 
I then am reſolv d to give over my Flames and dye. 
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* was a Knight and he was young, 
a riding along the way Sir; 


l And there he met a Lady fair, 


among the Cocks of Hay, Sir: 

Quoth he, ſhall you and] Lady, 
amoag the Graſs lye down a, | 

And I will ha : a ſpecial Care, 


of rumpling o. your Gown a. | | 
If you will go along with me, « 


unto my Father's Hall, Sir; 
You ſhall enjoy my Maidea-head, 
and my Eſtate and all, Sir: 
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go he mounted her on a milk white Steed, 
himſelf upon another; | 
And then they rid upon the Road, 
like Sifter and like Brother. 
And when ſhe came to her Father's Houſe, | f 
which was moated round about, Sir; 1 
She flepped ſtreight within the Gate, | 
and ſhut this young Knight out Sir: 
Here is a Purſe of Gold ſhe ſaid, 
take it for your Paim, Sir; 
And I will ſend my Father's Man, 
to go home with with you again, Sir. 


And if you meet a Lady falr, | 
as you go through the next Town, Sir; 
You muſt not fear the dew of the Graſs, 
nor the Rumpling of her Gown, Sir: 
And if you mect a Lady Gay, - 
as you £0 by the Hill, Sir; 
If you will not when you may, 
you ſhall not hen you will, Sir. 


There is a Dew upon the Graſs, 
wil! ſpoil your damask Gown ag 

Which has coft your Father dear, 
many a Shilling and Crown a: 

There is a Wind blows from the We, 
ſoon will dry the Ground a; 

And I will have a ſpecial Care, 

of the rumpling of my Gown a. 
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Fier to London rn deceive you, 
D For the Country now I leave you 
Wo can bear and not be mad, 
Vine ſo dear, and yet ſo bad; 

i. Such a noiſe and Air ſo ſmoaky, 
That to Stun you, this to Choak ye 
Men ſo ſelfiſh, falſe and rude, 
Nympnhs ſo young and yet ſo lew d. 


Quiet harmleſs Country Pleaſure, 
' Shall at home engroſs my Leiſure g 
 Farewel London, I'll repair, 
#&. To my Native Country Air: 
leave all thy Pleaſures behind me, 
But at home my Wife will had me; 
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On the Gods! tis ten times worſe, 
© London is a Milder Curſe, 


The Duke of Ormond's March, Set by My, Church. 


Y E brave Boys and Tars, 
That deſign for the Wars, 
Remember the action at Vigog 
And where 0rmond Commands, 
Let us all joyn our hand, 
And where he goes, may you go, and I go. 


Let Conqueſt and Fame, 
| The Honour proclaim, 
Great Ormond has gotten at Vigo: 
Let the Trumpets now ſound, 
And the Ecchos around, 
Where he goes, may you go, and I go. 


Let the Glories be ſung, 
Which the Ormonds have won, 
Long before this great Action at Vigo; 
They're ſo Loyal and Juit, 
And ſo true to their Truſt, 
That where he goes, may you go, and I go, 


Old Records of Fame, 
Of the 0rmond's great Name, 
8 2 
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if Their Addons, like theſe were of Vigo 


And fince this Prince exceeds, 
In his Fore-Father's deeds, 


Then where he goes, may you go, and 1 go. 


*Tis the Praiſe of our Crown: 
| That ſuch men of Renown, 
Shou d lead on the Van, as at Vigo: 
Where ſuch Lives and eſtates, 
Are Expos'd for our ſakes, 
T hen where he goes, may you go, and I go, 


*T wax the whole Nations voice, 
And we all did Rejoyce, 
0 * we heard he commanded for Vigo; - 
3 TE LH; ͤ NA IKE, 
All her Foes to perſue, | 
Then where he gocs, may you go, and I go. 


Tis the Voice of the Town, 
And oug Zeal for the Crown, 


Jo ſerve 07mondto France, Spain or Vigo. 


So Noble and Brave, 
Both to Conquer and ſave, 
Then where he goes, may you go, and I go. 


To the Soldiers ſo kind. 

And ſo Humbly inclin'd, 
To wave his applauſe gain'd at Vigo: 

Yet ſo kind and fo true, 

He gave all men their due, | 
Then where he goes, may you go, and I go. 


We juſtly do own, 

All the Honour that's won, 
In Flandsrs, as well as at Vigo: 

But our Subject and Theme, 

Is of Ormond's great Name, 
And where he goes, may you go, and I go, 
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Then take off the Bowl, 
To that Generous Soul, 
That Commanded ſo bravely at Vigo: *© 
And may 4 N N A approve, — 
Of our Duty and Love, | 
And where he goes, may you go, and I go, 
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A Cure for Melancholy. 


Re you grown ſo Melancholy, 
That you think on naught but Folly, 
Are you ſad, | | 
Are you Mad, 
Are you worſe ;. 
Do you think, 
Want of Chink, 
Is a Curſe: 
Do you wiſh for to have, 
Longer Life, or a Grave, ; 
Thus would I cure you, 3] 


Firſt J would have a Ba g of Gold, 
That ſhould ten thouſand Pleces hold, 
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And all that, 
In thy Hat, 
Would I pour g 
For to ſpend, 
On thy Friend, 
Or thy Whore: 
For to caft away at Dice, 


Or to ſhift you of your Liee, 
„.. 


Next 1 would have a foft Bed 1 mags; 


| Whereis a Virgin ſhould be laid, 


That would Play, 
Any way, 
You'll deviſe, 
That would ſtick, 
Like a Tick, 
To your Thighs, 
That would Bin like a . 
Lye beneath or _ 
Thus 3 &. 


Next that ſame Bowl, where ove Divine; 
Drank Nectar in, I'd fill with Wine, 
That whereas, 
You ſhould F. LA 
You ſhould qua 
Like a Greek, 
Tin your Cheek, 
Blaze and Laugh, 
To Ceres and to Venus, 
To Bacchus and Silenus, 
Thus, &c. 


Laft of all there ſhould appear. 


heren Eunuchs ſphere like ſin Sing here, 


In the Praiſe, 
Of thoſe Ways, 
Of 1 i 
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Venus can, 
Uſe with Man, 
In the Night, 
When he ſtrives to adorn, 
| Vulcan's Head with a Horn, 
Thus, &c. 


But if nor Gold, nor Women can, 
Nor Wine, nor Songs, make merry, then, 
Be thy Mate, 
And the Owl z 
Let a Pain, 
In thy Brain, 
Make thee Howl: 
Let the Pox be thy Friend, 
And the Plague work thy end, 
Thus I would cure you. 
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To his faireſt Valentine Mrs, A. L. 
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co me pretty Birds preſent your un 


and learn to chaunt a Goddeſs Praiſe; 
Ye Wood-Nymphs let your voices be, 
Emptoy'd to ſerve hex Deity ; 


And warble fourth ye Virgins Nine, 
Some Mufick to my Valentine, 


Her Boſom is Loves Paradiſe, 
There is no Heav'n but in her eyes, 


| She's chaſter than the Turtle Dove, 


And fairer than the Queen of Love: 
Vea, all perfe&ious do Combine, 


To Beautifie my Valentine. 
ghe's Natures choiceft Cabinet, 


Where Honour, Beauty, Worth and Wit 'H 
Are all united in ber breaft, | 
The Graces claim an Intereft : 

All Vertnes that are moſt Divine, 

Shine clearef in my Yalentine. 


As Colin went forth his Sheep to unfold, 
'A In a Morning of April, as gray as twas cold, 
In a Thicket he heard a Voice it ſelf ſpread 
Which was O, O, I an alnoſt dead. 


He peep in the Buſhes and ſpy'd where there lay, 
His Miftreis whoſe Countenance made April, May; 
But in her looks ſome ſadneſs was read, 

Crying O, O, I am almoſt dead. 


He ruſh'd in to her and cry d what's the matter, 

Ah! Colin, quoth ſhe, why will yon come at her, 

Who by the falſe Swain, hath often bea miſlead, 
For which O, O, 1am almoft dead, x 


He turn'd her Milk-pail, and there down he ſat, 

His hands ftrok'd his Beard, on his knee lay his Coat, 

But, O, ſtill Mopſa cry'd before ought was ſaid, 
Colin O, O, I am almoſt dead. 


No more, quoth ſtout Colin! I ever was true, 

Thou gav*tt me a Handkerchief all hem'd with Blue:; 

A Pin- box I gave thee, and a Girdle ſo Red, as 
Yet Kill ſhe cry'd O, O. I am almoſt dead. 


Delaying, quoth ſhe, hath made me thus Ill, 

For I never fear'd va that dwelt at the Mill, 

Since ia che Evening late hec Hogs thou haſt ſed, 
For which O, O, I am almoſt dead, 


Colin then chuck'd her under the Chin, 
Cheer up, for to love thee 1 never will lin, 


K ; 
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Says ſhe, I'll believe it when the Parſon has read, 
Tin then O, O, I am alnoſt dead. 


Uds boars, quoth Colin, I'll new my ſhoon, 
And cer the Week paſs; by the Maſs it ſhall be done: 
You might have done this before, then ſhe ſaid, 
But now O, O, I am almoſt dead. s 


He gave her a twitch that quite turn d her round, 
And ſaid I'm the trueſt that e er trod on Ground, 
Come ſettle thy Mil- pail faſt on thy Head, 

No more O, O, I am almoſt dead. 


Why then I perceive thou'lt not leave me in the lurch. 
ru don my beſt Cloaths and ſtreight to the Churchz 
Jog on, merry Colin, jog on before, 

For I Faith I Faith JA dye no more. 


—_ 


The Town Rakes. 4 Song ſt by Mr. Daniel 
Purcell, ſung by My. Edwards. 


All to Purge Melancholy. 203. 
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| Hat Life can Compare with the ol Ton Rakes, ? f bit 
V When in his full ſwing of all Pla ſure he takes ? 1 
At Noon he gets up for a whet and to Dine, — 1 
And Wings the ſwift Hours with Mirth, ys and Wine, 14 
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Then jogs to the Play-houſe and chats with the Maſqus, 


And thence to the Roſe where he takes his three Flasks, 


There great as a Cæſar he revels when drunk, 


And ſcowers all he meets as he reels, as he reels to his Punk, 


Aud finds the dear Girl in his Arms when he wakes, 


What Life can compare to the jolly Town Rakes, the jolly 


(Town Rakes. 
He like the Great Turk has his favorite She, 


But the Town's his Seraglio, and ftill he lives free; 
Sometimes ſhe's a Lady, but as he muſt range, 
| Black Betty, or Oyfter Mol ſerve for a change: 


As he varies his ſports his whole Life is a Feaft, 

Hie thinks him that is Sobereſt is moſt like a beaft :- 
All Houſes of Pleaſure, breaks Windaws and Doors, 
Kicks Þullics and Cullies, then lyes with their Whores ;: 
- Rare work for the Surgeon-and Midwife he makes, 
What Life can Compare with the jolly Town Rakes.. 


N Thus in Covent-Garden he makes his Campaigns, 
And no Coffee-houſe Haunts, but to ſettle his Brains 3; 
He laughs at dry Mortals and never does think, 


Unleſs tis to get the beft Wenches and Drink: 


He dwells in a Tavern and lives ev'ry where, 
And improving his Hours, lives an Age ina Year g- 


For as Life is uncertain, he loves to make hafte, 


And thus he lives longeſt becauſe he lives faſt: 
Then leaps in the dark, and his Exit he makes, 
| What death can compare with the joily Town Raker, 


a i 
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4: Song ſet Ar. Clark. 5 
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* Corydon and Pbilit, 
ſate in a lovely Grove; 2 b, 
Contriviog Crowns of Lillies, | | . 
repeating Tales of Love: . OR 
And ſomething elſe, but whas I dare not, what ] dare not name. 


22 — 
— mew a 
— 
— . 
G , . N 2 
— — 4 * * — 8 * , 
—— - . 4 n . 4 * 


d _— " . — a” 1 
1 as p I. dt : —— — 
fo f 
e — * — 5 — Ea ng 25. - 2B 
— : 


- ee 
— 
„„ 
. ˙ ——ͤ—ͤ— —mͥm——— 
- . — — hs 


2 


Bnt as they were a playing, 
- ſhe ogled ſo the Swain; 
It ſav'd her plainly ſaying, 
let's kiſs to eaſe our Pain: 
And ſometbing elſe, &c, 


A thouſand times he kiſo'd her, 

laying her on the Green; 
But as he farther preſs'd her, 
her pretty Leg was ſeen; 
And jomething elſe, &c. 


— 


1 
ru. 


” 
- "ot 3 3 — 
— ——— 
gy _—. — — * b 


— _—— —— 
— Be a - 


— > 936 we" 


— 


— 8 3 — 
* =» te © + 8 8 — — 
* « K — — ” 
r 
3 —— 1 


So many B avties removing, 
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And greater Joys purſuing, 


He wander'd o'er her Breaſt : 


And ſomething elſe, &c. 
A laſt effort ſhe trying, 
nd 3 


his Paſſion to with 


Cry'd, but it was faintly crying, 


pray take away your Hand; 
And ſomething elſe, &c. 


Young Corydo» grown bolder, 
the Minute would improve; 
This is the time he told her, 
To ſhew you how I Love; 
And ſomething elſe, &c. 


ne Nymph ſcem'd al moſt dying, 


diſſolv'd in amorous Heat 
She kiſt d, and told him ſigbing, 
my Dear your Love is great: 


| And ſomething elſe, &c. 


| But Phillis did recover, 


much ſooner than the Swain; 


She bluſhing ask'd her Lover, 


ſhall we not Kiſs again: 
And ſomeibing elſe, &c. 


| Thus Love his Revels keeping, 


till Nature at a ſtand g 
From Talk chey fell to Sleeping, 
holding each others Hand 


And ſomeibing elſe, but what 1 dare not, what I dare not name. 


— 3 — . — — — „ — — 
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The Amorous Barber's Paſfon of Love for hi: 
dear Bridget. 1 


V V [th my Strings of ſmall Wire lo I come, 
and a Citern made of Wood; 
And a Song altho' you are Deaf and Dumb, 
may be heard and underftood, 
Dumb, dumb 


Oh ? take Pitty on me, my Dear, 
me thy Slave and me thy Vaſſal; 
And be not Cruel, as it were, 


like to ſome ſtrong well built old Caftle, 
Dumb, dumb 


| Leaft as thou paſſeſt along the Street, 
braver every Day and braver; 
Every one that does thee meet, 


will ſay there goes a Woman · ſhaver. 
Dumb, dumb 


And again will think fit, . 
and to ſay they willdetermine; 

There goes (he that with Tongue killed Clix=Chops 
as 2 Man with bis Thumbs kill Vermia, © © ? 
Dumb, dum ; 
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For if thou doſt then farewel pelf, | 
farewel Bridges for I vow I'll ; 
Either in my Baſon hang my ſelf, 
or drown me in my Towel. | 
Dumb, dumb 


„* AT —— — = 
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A Ballad made by a Gentleman in Ireland who 
could not have Acceſs to a Lady, whom he went 
to viſit, becauſe the Maid the night before had 
over-lain her pretty Bitch. 75 the: Tune of, 
© Hone, O-Hone, 


| H let no Eyes be dry, 
bb Hone, O Hone, 
But let's lament and cry, 
Oh Hone, O Hone; 
We are quite undone almoſt, 
For Daphne on this Coaft, 
Has yielded up the Ghoſt, 
O Hone, o Hone, 


Dapbne my deareft Bitch, 
O Hone, &. 
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Who did all Dogs bewitch, 
0 Hone, &cc. 
Was by a careleſs Maid, 
Pox take her for a Jade, 


In the night over-laid, 
0 Hone, &c. 


Oh may the ne vermore, 

O Hone, &c. 2 
Sleep quietly but Saore, 

0. Hone, &c. | 
May never Irifh Lad, 
Sue for her Maiden-head, 
Until it ſtinks 1 Gad, h 

0 Hone, &c. 1 ee 


Oh may ſhe never keep, 

0 Hone, 0 Hone1 
Her Water in her Sleep, 

O Kone, 0 Hone: oy 
May never Pence nor Pounds, 845 
Come more within the Bounds, 

Of her Pocket Ad - ſounds, 

O Hone, 0 Hone. 


— . 
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Damon forſaken. Set by Mr. Wroth. 
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HEH: 


9 W Hen that young Dimon hleſsd my Heart, 
* and in foft Words did move 3 
| How did I hug the pleaſing Dart, 
and thank'd the God of Love 
Cupid, aid I, my beft lov'd Lamb, 
that in my Bofom lives, | 
To thee, for kindling this dear Flame, 
to thee, kind God, I'll give. 


But prying Friends o'er heard my Vow, 
- and murmur'd in my Ear; 8 
Damon hath neither Elocks nor Plough, 
Girl what thou doft beware: 
They us'd ſo long their curſed Art, 
and damm d deluding ſham, 
That I agreed with them to part, 
nor offer'd up my Lamb, 


; Cupid ask'd for bis Offering, 
| *cauſc1rcfus'd to pay ; 
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He took my Damon on his Wing, 
and carry'd him quite away: | 
Pitch'd him before Olinda's Charms, | | "al 
thoſe wonders of the Plain g Eee 9 = 
Commanding her into her Arms, | 
to take the deareft Swain. 2 


The envy'd Nymph, ſoon, ſoon obey d, Z 
and bore away the Prize 3 : 
Tis well (he did for had ſhe ſtay | q 
I'd ſnatch'd him from her Eyes: 9 ö 
My Lamb was with gay Garlands dreſs va, | BB 
the Pile prepar'd to burn 3 1 -4 Mn 
Hoping that if the God appeas'd, | 
my Damon might return. 5 


But oh! in yain he's gone, de gone? 
Phillis. he ont be thixe 

1 by obedience am undone, 

Was ever fate like mine: 

ohnda, do, try al thy Charms, r 
yet I will hove a part 3 | 2 

For whilſt you have him in Jert Arm; 1 
T'll have him in uy Heart. e 


* r 
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The Aparition to the Filted 8 K. + h Mr. 
Wroth. 
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For thee there ave no joys in ſtore, . 
but in a welcome Death: 


tte Grave cures all deſpair g 
| And healeth every bitter wound, 
| giv'a by th ungrateful Fair. 


A | -T" Hink wretched Mortal think no more; 
3 bow to prolong thy Breath; 


Then ſeek to lay thee under Ground, 


| How cou'dft thou Faith in Women think, 


Women are Hren's all 


And when Men in Loves Ocean fiak, 


take Pride to ſee em fall: 
Women were never real yet, 

but always truth deſpiſe; 
Conſtant to nothing but Deceit, 
falſe Oaths and flattering lies. 


Abl Corydon bid Life abieu, 
the Gods will thee prefer; 
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Their Gates are open d wide for you, 14 
but bolted againſt her? 
Do thou be true, you vow'tto love, 
Phillis or Death you'll have; | | 
Now ſince the Nymph doth perjured prove, 
be juft unto the Grave. wy 
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Eaven firſt created Woman to be kind, 
both to be beloy'd and for to Ive ; 
If you contradi& what Heaven has deſign'd, 
you'll be contemn'd by all the Powers above: 
Then no more diſpute me for I am raſhly bent, 
do ſubject your Beauty, | 
to kind Natures Duty, 
Let me then ſalute you by Conſent. 
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Arguments and fair Intreates did I uſe, 
but with her Conſent could not prevail g 
he the Bleſſing Modeſtly would ſtiſl refuſe, 
ſeeming for to flight my amorous Tale: | 
Sometimes ſhe would cry Sir, prithee Dear be good, 
Oh Sir, pray Sir, my Sir? EE 
Pray now, nay now, fye Sir, 
I would ſooner dye Sir, than be rude. 


EY 
Ibegan to treat her then another way, 

 - modeſtly 1 melted with a Kiſsg 
dhe then bluſhing lool d like to the rifing day, 

fitting for me to attempt the Bliſs ; 

I gave her a fall Sir, ſhe began to tear, 

- crying ſhe would call Sir, 
loud as ſhe could Baul Sir, | 
But it prov'd as falſe, Sir, as ſhe's Fair. 


** r 
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3 The Diſapointed Beau. Made for the Right Ho- 
'  - mourable and Incomparable the Lady Emillia 
| Taffe, the Words by Mr. D'urfey. 
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COT, with Heart controling Grace, 

'3 young Hils, at firft ſight ſurpriz'd 
The Beau that knew his Luckleſs Face, 
runs to his Glaſs to be advis d: 
Tell me, ſaid he, what I ſhall wear, 

How-curle or how adorn my Hair, 
This Charmer to Command ; 
What taking Dreſs ſhall I put on, 
To bring this Tafſel gently down, 
And Lure her to my hand. 


The God of Love that heard reply'd, 
Fond Fool aſpire not to poſſeſs z 

Her Angel Mind averſe to Pride, 
Deſert Efteems and not the Dreſs ; 

To thee ſhe will no more Incline, 

The mighty ꝓove the Joys divine, 

| That Crown'd his Paradiſe g 

To him that hopes to be a Saint, 
By Powderiag, 1 and by Paint, 
Inſtead of Sacrifice, 
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A Song in Praiſe of Punch. 


ff 


* 82 fill up the Bowl with the Liquor that fine is, 

1 And much more Divine is, | | | 

| Than now a-days Wine is, with all their Art; 

None here can controul, 5 

The Vintner deſpiſing, tho Brandy be riſing, 

Iis Punch that muſt chear the Heart: 

| The Lover's complaining, 'twill cure in a trice, 

And Cælia diſdaining, ſhall ceaſc to be nice, 

41 Come fill up the Bowl, &c. » EG. 
Thus ſoon you'll diſcover, the cheat of each Lover, © 

When free from all care you'll quickly find,. 

As Nature intended 'em, willing and kind; © 

if Come fill up the Bowl, &c. 
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Pretty Kate of Windſor. To the Time 4, Sub- | 
. urbs 178 a Fine Place. 
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I Ear to the town of Windſor upon a pleaſant green, 
There liv'd a Miller's Daughter, her age about 1 11 
teen, . 
Skin 28 White as Alablaſter, and a killing Eye, "2 
A round plump bonny Buttock joyn'd to a Thigh; - 
And, 4b! be kind, my dear, be kinder, was the ditty ſtill, 


When pretty Kate of Windſor came riding to the Mill, _ 


To treat with her in private firſt came a booby Squire, 

+ He offer'd ten broad pieces, but ſhe refus d the hire z 

e ſaid tis corn was muſty, nor ſhould her toll-diſh fill, 

His meaſure too ſo ſcanty, ſhe fear'd twould ls ber mil, 
Then ab! ba kind, &c. | 
Soon after came a Lawyer as he the circuit went, 
He ſwore be'd c beat ber Landlord & ſhe ſhould pay no rent, 
He queſtion'd the fee ſimple, but him ſhe plainly told, 


1] keep in ſpight of law trick mine own dear copy- hold, 
Then ab | be kind, &c, 


the next came a Trooper that did of fich. ing prate, 1 
Till ſhe pull d out his piſto! and kacel'd him ofer the pate, bf 
J hate, cry'd ſhe, a Hector, a drone without a ſtinſn, 


For if you muſt be fightin frien go do it for the Kig 
. be kind, &c. a ; * 


L a We 
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Iden ab! be kind, &c. 


F ben pretty Kate of Windſor came riding to the Mill. 


* b 


A late diſcarded Courtier, would next her favour win, 
He offer'd her a Thouſand when e er King James came in, 
She laugh'd at that extreamly, and ſaid it was too ſmall, 
For if he e er comes in again, you'll get the devil and all. 
Then ah | be kind, &c. „„ 


Next came a ſtruting Sailor that was of mates degree. 
He brag'd much of his Valour in the late fight at ſea: 
She told him his Bravadoes but lamely did appear, 


For if you had ftood to't, you rogue, the French had ne'er 
| ; ER (come here. 
Then ab! be kind, &c. 

* 


A ſhop-kee er of Loudon opened his Love caſe, 
He proffet d to ſalute her, ſhe ſlapd him o'er the face; 
And bid him hold his prating and not her Will 2 


For ſhe'd have no ſhop-keeper, for why ? they often broke, 


| Next came 2 ſmug Phyſitian upon a pacing Mare, 


But ſhe declar'd ſhe lik d him worſe than any there, 


' He was ſo us d to glifters ſhe told him to his face, 
He always would be bobbing the pipe in the wrong place, 


* 


7 


Next came an honeſt Taylor, if ſuch one can be, - ---* 


And as he went to proffer to pull her one his knee, 
She ſaid, kind Sir be Civil 3 and do not thus preſume 
You ſmell ſo ficong of Cucumbers, I can't endure the room, 


Iden ab! be lind, &c. 


Now if you'd know the reaſou ſhe was to them unkind. 
J here was a briak young Farmer that taught * 7 
| ' (grind, 


| She knew him fora workman that had the ready Skill, 


Then ab! be kind, my dear, be kinder, was tbe ditty ſtill, 


Bills to Page Melonchoy: 1! 
4 SONG. To the foregoing Tane, 


Bau Peggy Numſey that any men may ſee, © 
D And bonny was her face with a fair freckel'd eye, 
Neat is her Body made and ſhe hath good skill, 
And * is her wethergig made like a Mill, 

With a bey trolodel, bey trolodel, bey trolodel lill, 
Bom Peggy Ramſey foe gives weel ber Mill. 


Peggy to the Mill is gone to grind a bowl of malt, 

The Mill it wanted water and was not that a fault, 

Up ſhe pull'd her Petticoats and piſg'd into the dam, 

For fix days and {even nights ſhe made the mill to gang, 
With a bey, &c. | | 


Some call'd her Peggy, and ſome call'd her em, i 
But ſome calls her midſummer, but they all ace miſta'en, 
For Peggy is a bonny Laſs and grinds well her Mill, 

For ſhe will be occupied when others they lay ſtill, 

_ With a bey, &c. . 


Peg, thee and Iſe grin a poke and we to war will leanes; 
Iſe lay thee flat upon thy Back and then lay to the ſteanes, 
Iſe make hopper titter totter, haud the Mouth as ſtill, 
When twa fit and eane land merr ily grind the Mill, 


Up goes the Clap and in goes the Corn, EE. 
Betwixt twa rough fteans Peggy not to learn, | i | 
With a Dam full of Water that ſhe holdeth fill, 5 
Jo pour upon the Clap for burning of the Mill, 
With a bey, &c. . 
Up ſhe pull d the Dam ſure and let the Water in, 
The Wheel went about and the Mill began to grinld. 
The ſpindle it was hardy and the ſteanes they 28 wo "4 


111515 And 
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And the Meal fell in the Mill trough and ye may all come 


With a bey trolodel, bey erolodel, bey trolodel lil, 
Bouny Peggy Ramley ſhe gives weel ber Mill, 


. e — . — _ * 
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4 SONG, Writ by the Famous My, Nat. 


D Hilander and Silvia a gentle ſoft Pair, 
Whoſe buſineſs was loving and kiſſing their care 3 

In a ſweet ſmelling Grove went ſmiling along, | 
| Till the Youth gave a vent to his heart with his tongue: 
i Ah Silvia ſaid he (and figh'd when he ſpoke) 
[| Your cruel reſolves will you never revoke ? 

[ No never, ſhe ſaid, how never he cry'd, * | 
Tis the damn'dthat ſhall only that Sentence abide. 


4 She turn'd her about to look all around, 

Then bluſh'd and her pretty eyescaft on the ground ; 
1 She kiſs'd his warm cheeks, then play'd with his neck, 
| And urg'd that his Reaſon his Paſſion would check: 

Ah Philander! ſhe ſaid, tis a dangerous bliſs, 
Ab! never ask more and I'll give thee a kiſs 
Ho never? he cry'd, then ſhiver'd all o'er, 
| No never, ſhe ſaid, then trip'd to a Bower. 


' She ſtopt at the Wicket, he cry'd let me in. 

She anſwer'd, I wou'd if it were nota ſin; 
Heav'n ſees and the Gods will chaftiſe the poor head, 

| Of Pbilander for this: ftraight trembling he ſaid ; 

| Heay'n ſees, I confeſs, but no tell-tales are there, 

| She kils d him and cry d, you're an Atheiſt my Dear, 

Aud fFon'd you prove falſe I ſhould never endure : 


Na never? he cry'd, and ſtraight down he threw her 


Hes 
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Her delicate Body he claſp'd in his arms, | 
He kifs'd her he preft her, heap'd charms upon charms ? 
He cry'd ſhall J now? no never, ſhe ſaid ; _ 


Voor Will you ſhall never enjoy till I'm dead z. 


Then as if ſhe were dead, ſhe ſlept and lay ſtill, 

Yet even in Death ſhe b-queath'd him a mile; 
Which embolden'd the Youth his charms to apply, 
Which he bore fti'i about him to cure thoſe that die. 


_— 
3 a * 
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Brother Solon's Hunting Song. Writ by | My, | : | | 
D''urfey and. ſung by Ar. Doggett. 1 


Antivee, tivee, tivee, tivee, High and: Low, 1 
Hark, hark, how the Merry, Merry Horn does blow, 

As through the Lanes and Meadows we go, : 

As Puſs has run aver the Down ; - E 

When Ringwocd and Rockwood and Jowler and Spring, 

And Thunder and Wonder made all the Woods ring, 
And Horſemen and Footmen hey ding a ding ding, 

Who envies the Pleaſure and State of a Crown. 


Then follow, follow, follow, follow Jolly Boys, 
Keep in with the Beagles now whilſt the Scent lies 
The fiery Fac'd God is juſt ready to riſe, 

| _ Whoſe Beams all our Pleaſure controuls, 

Whilſt over the Mountains and Valleys we rowl, 
And Wat's fatal Knell in each hollow we toll ; 
And in the next Cottage top off a brown Bow), 


What Pleaſure like Hunting can cheriſh the Soul. 


4 . 


* 


5 5 Ralph 
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Ralph's going to the Wars, 


11 
3 


— ——— 


PEER HET 


O the Wars J muſt alaſs, 
by. Though I do not like the Game, 
For Thold him to be an Aſs; | 


That will looſe his Life for Fame, 

For theſe Guns are ſuch peflilent things, 
To pat 4 Pellet in ones Brow z 

Four vurlongs off cheve beard come ⁊ay, 

 Cbill till a Man be tnows not bow. 


When the Bow, Bill, Zword and Dagger, 
Were us'd all in vighting g 

Ch' ve heard my Father ſwear and ſwagger, 

That it was but a Flea-biting, _ 

But theſe Guns, &c, - 


| lle would vight with the beft of our Pariſh, 


And play at Whiſters with Mary, 


— ——— x 
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Cou'd thamp the Vootball yerk the Morrie, 
and box at Viſtycuffs with any, 
But theſe Guns, &c. 


Varewel Dick, Tom, Ralph and Hugh, 
_ My Maypoles make all heretofore, 
Varewell Dol, Kate Zis and Tue, 
For I ſhall never zee you more, 
For theſe Guns are ſuch peſtilent things, 
To pat a pellet in ones brow z 
Four vurlongs off ch ve beard done zay, 
C till kill a Man, be knows not how. 


Our Hay it is mow'd, and your Corn is reap d. 
+ Your Barns will be full, and your Hovels heap'ds 
Come, my Boys come, 
Come, my Boys come 3 
And merrily roar our Harveſt home, 
Harveft home, 
Harveſt home; 
And merrily roar our Harveſt home. 
Cho, Come, my Boys come, &c. 


L 4 
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We ha' cheated the Parſon, we'll cheat him agen, 
For why ſhould a Blockhead ha' one in ten 3 
One in Ten, 
f One in Ten, | 
For why ſhould a Blockhead ha' one in ten. 
| Cho. One men, &c. $ 


For prating too long like a Book learnt Sot, 
Till Pudding and Dumpling are burat to pot; 
Barnt to Pot, 
Burnt to Pot, 
Till Pudding and Duinpling are burut to Pot. 
Cho. Burnt to pot, & c. 


We'll toſs off our Ale till we cannot ftand, 
And Hy, for the Honour of old England; 
4 Old England, 
Old England, 
And hey for the Honour of old England, 
Cho. Old England, Ae. 


— 


An Old Ballad new Reviv d. Or. 4 little of tons 
with bother. The * Cold and . 
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A vent Man late, that lack d a Mate, 
and Courting came unto her; 
With Cap and Kiſs” and ſweet nnn, 
yet little good could do her: | 
Quoth ſhe, my Friend let Kiſſing end, 
where with you dome {mother 3 
And run at Ring with t'other thing, 
A linle of tone with t 'orher, 


Too much of Ought is good for Watte, 
then leave this idle Kiſſing z 
Your Barren Suit will yield no Fruit, 

if the other thing be miſſing: 
As much as this a man may Kiſe, 

his Siſter or his Mother ; 
He that will ſpeed muft join at need, 

A linie, &c. 


To gull me thus like Tantalus, 
doth make me pine with Plent/ _ 
With Shadows ftore and nothing mote, 
our Subftance is ſo dainty; 
A fruitleſs Tree is like to thee, | £2 
being but a Kiſhag Lover; 
With Leaves joyn fruit o or elſe be mute, 
Aliitle, &. 


Who bids a Gueſt unto a Feaſt, 
to fit by divers Diſhes; 
They pleaſe their Mind until they find, 
Change pleaſe each Creatures Wiſhes ; 
With Beak and Bill, I have had my fill, 
with meaſure running over, | 
The Lovers Diſh naw * 1 * 
4 linie, &c. . 


8 Sharp joyn'd with fat no mirth to that, 
a low "Note ns a higher $ 
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| 


ſuch Muſick Maids deſire: 

All of one String doth loathing bring, 
change is true Muſick's Mother g | 
Than leave my Face, and ſound my Baſs, 

A linie, &, = 


| When Mean and Baſs keep time and ſpace, 


The Golden-Mine lies juft between, 
|, the High- way and the Lower; 
He that wants wit that way to hit, 
'_ aAlaſs hath little Power: 
| \You miſs the clout if that y. ſhoot, 
much higher or much lowrrs, 
Shoot jaft between your Arrow keen, 
A linie, &, | 8 5 85 


No Smoke deſire without a Fire, 
no Wax without a Writing; 
If right you deal give deeds to Seal 
and ftraight fall to Indifting : 
Thus do l take theſe lines you make, 
as from a faithful Lover: 

In order deal, firft Write then Seal, 
A little, VC 


| [Thus while ſhe ſtaid the young Man plaid, 
not high but low 2 
Each ſttoke he ſtruck, ſo well ſhe took, 
| ſhe ſwore it was paſt mending; 
Let ſwaggering Boys that think by Toys, 
their Lovers to fetch over; 
Lip. labour ſave, for Maids muſt have, 

A linle of tone with Potber. 8 


Prithee ſend me back my Heart, 
ſince ] cannot have thine; 

For if from yours you will not part, 

why then ſhould you have mine. 


Yet now I think on t let it be, 
to (end it me is vai 
Thou haft a Thief in either Bye, 
will ſteal it back again. 


Why ſhould two Hearts in one Preat a 
and yet not be together; 
. or Love where is thy Sympathy, 

1 thou our Hearts do ſever, EE, 


But Love is ſuch a Miſtery, 
| 1 cannot find it out 3 


75 
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* For when 1 think 1 am beſt reſolv'd, 
| then 1 am moſt in doubt. 


Then farewell Care, then farewel Woe, 
| I will no longer pine; 

But I'ft believe 1 bave her Heart, 

6 -. &s ga as ſhe hath mine. 


—_—__ 8 —_ 
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18 Soldiers figbt for Pay and Praiſe, 
and Money be Miſers wiſhy 

Poor Scholars ſtudy all their Days, 
and Gluttons glory in their Diſh; 
Is Wine, pure Wine, revives ſad Souls, 


Therefore give us chegring _ 
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Let Minions marſhalin their Hair, 
and in a Lovers lock delight; — 
And artificial Colours wear, 
we have the Native Red and White. 
Iis Wine, &c. | 


Your Pheaſant, Pout, and Culver Salmon, 
and how to pleaſe your, Pallates think z 
Give us a falt Weſt-phalia-Gammon, 
not Meat to eat but Meat to drink. 
"Tis Wine, &c. | 


It makes the backward Spirits brave, 
That lively, that before was dull; 
\ Thoſe grow good Fellows that are grave, 


and kindneſs flows from Cups brim full, 
Is Wine, \ 


Some have the Ptiſſick, ſome the Rhume, 
lome have the Palſey, ſome the Gout; 
Some ſwell with Fat, and ſome conſume, 


but they ate ſound that drink all out. 
'Tis Wine, &c. 333 


Some men want Youth, and ſome want Health, 
ſome want a Wife and ſome a Punk ; 
Some Men want Wit, and ſome want Wealth, 
but he wants nothing that is drunk. 
'Tis Wine, pure Wine revives ſad Souls, 
Therefore give us chearing Bowls, 


\ 
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Jenny making Hay. 
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Oor Jem and IT we toiled, 
in a long Summers day 
Till we were almoſt foiled, 
with making of the Hay: 
Her Kerchif was of Holland clear, 
bound low upon her brow 
Iſe whiſper'd ſomething, in her Ear, 
But what's that to you ? 


Her ftockings were of Kerſey green, 
well ſtitcht with yellow filk z 
Oh! ſike a Leg was never ſeen, 
her skin as white as Milk: 
Her Hair as black as any Crow, 
And ſweet her mouth was too; 


. 
— —— 
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—— 
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Oh Feuny daintily can mow, 
me Ree. 
Her Petticoats were not ſo low, | 
as Ladies they do wear them; 


che needed not a Page I trow, 
for 1 was by to bear them: 


þ lr took them up all in my Hand, | 


and I think her Linnen too 3 


which made me for to make a ſtand, 


But, &c. | N 


Kin Solomon had Wi ives $ enough, 
= Concubines a number; 
Yet Iſe poſſeſs more happineſs, 
and he had more of Cumber : 
My Joys ſurmount a wedded life, 5 
with fear ſhe lets me mowg 
A Wench is better than a Wife, 
Bur, &c. 


The Lilly and the Roſe combine, 
to make my Fenny fairs 
There's no Contentment fike as mine, 
Im; almoſt void of Care: 


But yet I fear my Fenn /s Face, 
will cauſe more men to woe; 


A 


Which but if he ſhould as Ido fear, 


— mbar i is ibat to Jon, 2 
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Bars not my Phils how the Birds, | 
Their feathered Mates ſalute 
They tell their Paſſion in their Words, 
muſt 1 alone, muft I alone be mute: 

Phillis without 4 frown or ſmile, 


Sat G knorzed, © inves, & knonted, © knotted all the while, 
The God of Love in thy bright Eyes, 


does like a Tyrant reign; 
But in thy heart a child he lies, 
without a Dart or Flame, 


Phillis, &c. 


So many months in ſilence paſt, 
and yet in raging Love; 

Might well deſerve one Word at laft. 
my Poſhon ſhould approve. 

Phillis, &c. 


Muſt then your faithful Swain expire, 
and not onc look obtain; ; 


Which to ſouth his fond deſire, 


might Plcatingly explain. x 
hay lis, Ko. 
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Feen 
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The French King in a Foamin Paſſion for the 
loſs of bis Potent. Army in the Netherlands, 


which was Routed by his. Grace the Duke of 
ien | 
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O Lewis Legrami, 


He raves like a fury, 
And calls for Mercury; 


Quoth he if I can, 


I'll finiſh-my days 
For why ſhould I live ? 


Since the fates will not give, 


One affable ſmile ; | 
Great Malborough Conquers, 
Great Malborough Conquers, 

I'm ruin'd the while. 


The Flower of France, 


And Troops of my palace: 
"Which march'd from Verſales, 


Who yow'd to Advance, 


With Conquering Sword: 
Are Cut, Hack'd and Hew'd, 


1 well my conclude, 


They're moſt of them ſlain; 
Oh what will become of, 
Oh what will become of, 

My Graad-Son in Spain? 


My fortifi d Throne, 

Propt up by Oppreſſion; 
Muft yeild at Diſcretion, 

For needs muſt I own, 
My Glory decays: 


Bold Malborough comes, 


With ratling Drums, - 
And thundering Shot, 


Ine drives all before him, 
| He drives all before him, 


Oh! Where am I got? 


He puſhes for Crowns, | 
And ſlayt my Commanders, 
And Forces in Flanders | 


Great 


Great Capital Towns, 


Pills to Purge Melanchoh. — 235 


For CHARLES has declar'd: 


Theſe things like a Dart, 


-N Has pierced my Heart, 


And threatens my death 3 
Here do I lye fighing, 
Here do lye fighing, 

And Panting for breath. 


This paſhonate Grief, 
Draws on my diſeaſes, 
Which fatally ceaſes, 

My Spirits in chief, 

A fit of the Gout, 

The Gravel and Stone, 

I have 'tis well known, 
at this horrid News, 

Of Malborough's Triumph, 


Of Malborough's Triumph, 


All battles I loſe. _ 


Where ever becomes, 
He * and Vid 
ucceſsful and ens, 
My two Royal Thumbs, 
With anguiſh I bite: 
To hear his Succeſs; 
Yet nevertheleſs, 
My paſſion's in vain : 
I pity my Darling, 
I pity my Darling, 
Young Phillip in Spain. 


I am out of my Wits, 
If e er I had any; 
My foes they are many, 
Which Plagues me by fits, 
. In Flanders and Spain; 
I'm fick at my heart, 
To think we muſt part, 


* 


With 
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With what we enjoy'd, 
Towns Caftles are taken, 
Towns Caftles are taken, 
My Troops are deſtroy d. 


| 
| Tam I declare, | Bo I 
1 In a week condition, 11 5 — 
So call my Phyſition, | | A 
And let him prepare; SEE wo | 9 
Some comfort with ſpeed, N 

Without all delay, 

Aſſiſt me I pray, 

And hear my Complaint, 

A dram of the bottle, 

A dram of the bottle, 
Or elſe I ſhall faiat. 


11 


Should T flip my breath, 
At this dreadful Sealc2, 
I think it but Reaſon, 
I ſhould lay my death, a 
. To the daring foes, We” =» 
|| Whoſe fire and Smoak, r 
Has certainly broke, | © OY 
| The heart in my breaſt; 
| Oh! bring me « Corsial, 
| Ob! bring me a Cordial, 
And lay me toreft, 
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A SO N G- is the 0 pera Galbd, The King- 1 
dom of the Birds. The words by Mr. Tho. ill 
D'uriey. * by Miſs Willis. — 


P the Fields in Froft and Snows, | | 7 
watching late and early; | | 4 
There I keep my Fathers Cows, | 
| There I milk em yearly ; 
| Booing here, Booing there, _ 
Here a Boo, there a Boo, ev'ry where a Boo, 6 KF 
We defy all Care and Strife, 5 | 
In a Charming Country-Life, 


T ſ | 
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Then at home amongft the Fowls, - 
Watching late and early 


There I tend my Father's Owls, 


There I feed em yearly: 


| | Whooin here, Whooing there, 
Heere a whoo, there a whoo, every wherea whoo, 


We defy all Care and Strife, 
Ta a Charming Country Life. 


When the Summer Fleeces heap, 


Watching late and early; s 
Then I Shear my Father's Sheep, 
Then I keep em yearly: 


Baeing here, Baeing there, 


Here a Bae, there a Bae, every wherea Bae, 
We defy all Gare and Strife, 


In a Charming Country Life. 
| S Tn the Morning e- er 'twas light, 


In the Morning early; 
There met with my Delight, 
Once he loy'd me dearly : 
Woeing here, Woeing there, 


Here he woe, there he woe, every where a woe, 


Oh !. how free from Care and Strife, : 


Is a Pleaſant Country Hie. 


Eer the light came from Above, 
In the Morning early 


There I met with my true Love, | 


There I met him early: 


_ Woeing here, woeing there, 


Here he woe, there he woe, every where a woe, 


On! how free from Care and Strife, 
18 Pleaſant Country Life, 


In 
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In the Morn at fix of the clock, 
In the Morning early; 

There 1 feed our Turkey - Cock, 

There I feed him yearly, cou, cou 
Couing here, coning there, 
Here a cou, there a con, every where a cou, 
j Oh! how free from Care and Strife, 
Is a Pleaſant Country Life. 


, goble, goble, goble; 


In the morning near the Fens, 
In the morning 
There I feed my Fathers hens, 
There I feed them yearly: 

Cackle here, Cackle there, 

« Here a cack, there a cack, 
Oh! how 
Is a Pleaſant Country Life, 


{- 1 5 RY 


Every where a cack, 
ree from Care and Strife, 


morning with good ſpeed, 


i y Father's Ducks do feed, 


he morning early 


In the morning Early: 

Quacking here, Quacking there, 

Here a quack, there a quack, every where a quack, 
Oh! how free from Care and Strife, 
Is a Pleaſant Country Life. 


ln the morning fair and fine, 
I.!n the morning early; - 
There 1 feed my Father's Swine, 
there. 1 feed them yearly: 
Grunting here, grunting there, 


Here a grunt, there a grunt, evary w 
Oh! how free from Care and Strife, 


here a grunt, 
ls a Pleaſant Country Life. 
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4 SONG. Set by Captain Pack. 
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ould you be à Man in Faſhion ? 
Would you lead a Life Divine ? 

Take a little dram of Paſſion, (a little dram of Paſſion) 

In a luſty Doſe of Wise: | 
If the Nymph has no Compaſſion, 
Vain It is to ſigh and groan : 
Love was but put in for Faſſion, 

Wine will do the Work alone. 
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4 $0 NG. Set by Mr. Tho. Farmer. 


5 T* the Pride of my Paſſion fair Silvia betrays, 

And frowns at t he love I impart; * 

Though kindly her Eyes twitt amorous Rays 

I oo tye a more fortunate Heart, | 

Yet her Charms are ſo great I'll be bold in my Pain 3 

8 His Heart is too tender, | 
Too tender, that's ftruck with Diſdain. 


— 


sti my Heart is ſo juſt to my Paſſionate Eyes, i 4 
It diſſolves with Delight while Il garznee Þþ} 

And he that loves on, though Si. via deniies, | — 
His Love but his Duty obeys. 

I no more can refrain ker neglects to perſue, 
Than the force, the force 7 
Of ter feauty can ceaſe to ſubdue, 5 
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' JA 7 Hen firſt I fair Celinda knew, 

| * Her Kindnels then was great: 
Her Eyes I cou'd with Pleaſure view, 
And friendly Rays did meet; 

In all Delights we paſt che time 

I bat could diverſion move, | 
t She oft would kindly hear. me Rhime 

' Upon ſome others Love. 

| She oft wou'd kindly hear my Rhime, 
upon {ome others Love. : 


. 
[2 


But 
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But ah! at laſt I grew too bold, 
Pteſt by my growing Flame, 
For when my Paſſion 1 had told, 
_ She hated ev'n my Name: | 
Thus I that cou'd her Friendſhip boaft, 

And did her Love perſue, 
And taught Contentment at the coft 
Of Love and Friendſhip too. 


n 


A Song. Sett 


Ong had Damon heen admir'd 
- By the Beautics of the Plain | 
Ev'ry Breaſt warm Love iaſ pc's | 


For the praper handſom- Swain. 


The choiceft Nymph Siciliahred 
was won by his refiftleſs Charms; | 
Soft Looks, and Verſe as ſmooth, had led os = © 
And le!t tlie Captive ia Eis arms, 5: 02 
i But 
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But our Damon's Soul aſpires | 
To a Goddeſs of his Race, 
Though he ſues with chaſter Fires, 
This his Glories does deface. 
Te fatal News no ſooner blown 
In Whiſpers up the Cheſnut Row, 
The God Sylvanus with a Frown 
Blafts all the Lawrels on his Brow. 
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_ _ Swaingbe wiſe, and check deſire 
1 In its ſoaring when you'll woe: 
Damon may in Love require 
Wl | Theft yles and Laura too. 
When Shepherds too ambitious are, 

[| And Court Aſtrea on a Throne, 
Like to the ſhooting of a Star 

| _- They fall, and thus their ſhining's gone. 


' 4 $ONG. Sett by Mr. Fiſhburne. 
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J Retty Floramel, no Tongue can ever tell 
Ihe Charms that! in thee dwell; 
I boſe Soul melting Pleaſures, 
Shou'd the mighty Fove once view, he d be | in love, 
And plunder all above 
. To rain down his Treaſure. 
_  Ab!-faid the Nymph in the Shepherd's Arms, 
Had you] half as much Love as you ſay I have Charms, 
There's not à Soul, created for Man and Love, 
More true than Florame} wou'd prove; 
Id o're the World with thee cove, 


Love that's truly free had never Jealouſic, 
But artful Love may be 
Both doubtful and wooing, | 
. Ah! dear Shepherdeſs, ne're doubt, for you may gueſs 
My Heart will prove no leſs 
Than ever endleſs loving. 
Then cries the Nymph, like the Sun thou ſhalt c be, 
And I, like kind Earth, will produce all to thee, 
Of ev'ry Flower in Love's Garden I'll Off rings pay * "mM 
To my Saint: Nay then pray "+ ol 
2 not thoſe dear Eyes awaye 4 
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A Song. Sett by Mr. Robert King. 


q 


* ſhady Woods and purling Streams 


I ſpend my Life in pleaſing Dreams, 
And would not for the World be thought 
To change my falſe delightful Thought: 
; For who, alais! can happy be, 

Tpat docs the Truth of all things ſee ? 

| For who, alaſs ! can happy be, 
That docs the Truth of all things ſee, 


| 
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N Cloris all ſoft Charms agree, 
Enchanting Humour, pow'rful Wit, 
Beauty from Affe ctation free, 

And for Eternal Empire fit: 
Where e're ſhe goes Love wal her Eyes, 
The Women Envy, Men adore g 


94 


Tho' did ſhe leſs the Triumph Prize, 1 5 


She wou'd deſerve the Conqueſt more. 


But Vanity ſo much prevails, 


She begs what elſe none can deny her, 
| M4 


* 
5 


| I any torment can endure, 
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| | And withinviting treach'rous Smiles 


Gives hopes which ev'n prevent defire; » 
Reaches at ev'ry trifling Heart, 


n .Grows warm with ev'ry glimm'ring Flame, g 


And common Prey ſo deads her Dart, 
It ſcarce can wound à noble Game. 


3 1 could lye Ages at her Feet, 
Adore her careleſs of my Pain: 
With tender Vows her Rigour meet, 


Deſpair, love on and not complain: 
My Paſſion from all change ſecur'd, 
Favours may riſe no Frown controuls x 


— 


But hoping with a crowd of Fools. 
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A Hen buſie Fame o're all the Plain 

a Velinda's Praiſes rung, 5 
And on their oaten Pipes each Swain 

Aleer matchleſs Beauty ſung g 1 

The Envious Nymphs were forc'd to yield 7 

She had the ſweeteſt Face: 

No emulaus diſputes were held, 
But for the ſecond place. . 


Young Coridon, whoſe ſtubborn Heart 
No Beauty e're could move, n 
But ſmil'd at Cupid's Bow and Dart, . 

And bray'd the God of Love, . . 
Would view this Nymph, and pleas d at firſt 
Suchſilent Charms to ſee, d 
With Wonder gaz'd, then figh'd, and curs' d. 

His Curioſity, . 
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Wife 1 do hate, 
For either ſhe's falſe, or te $ Jealous ; 
But give a Mate, 
Who nothing will ask us, or tell us: 
bphbe ſtands at no terms, 
Nor Chaffers by way of Inden ture 1 
Dr loves for the Farms, 
Zut takes the kind Man at a venture. 


If all prove not right, 

Without an Act, Proceſs or Warning, 
From Wife for a Night, 

You may be divorc'd the next Morning. 

Where Parents are Slaves, 

Their Brats cann't be any other 

Great Wits and great Braves 
Have always a Punk to their Mother, a 
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Wis am T the only Creature, 
Miuſt a ruin'd Love perſue. 
Other Paſhogs yield to Nature, 


Mine there's nothing can ſubdue . 


Mot the Glory of Poſſeſſing 


Monarchs wiſhes gave me eaſe, 
More and more the mighty Bleſſings: - 
Did my raging Pains encreaſe. 


Nor. could Jealoufie relieve me, 
Though it ever waited near; 
-Qloath'd in-gawdy Pow'r to grieve me, 
Still the Monſter would appear: 
That, nor. Time, nor Abſence neither, 
Nor Deſpair removes my Pain; 
| Tendure them altogether, 
Yet my Torments fill remain. 


Had alone her Matchleſs Beauty - 
Set my amorous Heart on Fire, 
Axe at laſt would do its Duty, 
- _ Fuel ceaſing, Flames expire. . 


Bat her mind immortal grows, 


Makes my Love immortal too 3 
Nature ne re created Faces, | 
Qn the Charms of Souls undo. 


And to make my Lgſs the greater, 
She laments it ad her oon. 
Gould ſhe ſcorn me, I might hate her, 
--- But alas ! ſhe ſhews me none. 
Then fince Fortune is my Ruine, 
In Retirement I'll Complain z . 


| And in rage for my undoing, _ 


Ne te come in its Power again. 
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Aurinda, who did love Diſdain, 
For whom had languiſh'd many a Swain z- 
Leading her bleating Flocks to drink, | 
She *ſpy'd upon a River's brink, 

A Youth whoſe Eyes did well declare, 

How much he lov'd, but loy'd not her. 


At firft ſhe laugh'd, bit gaz d a while, 
' Whick ſoon it leſſen d to a ſmile; 
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Thenee to ſurprize and wonder came, 
Her Breaft to heave, her Heart to flame: 
Then cry'd ſhe out, Ah! now I prove 

Thou art a God, moft mighty Fove. 


She would have ſpoke, but-ſhame deny'd,. 

And bid het firft conſult her Pride ; 

But ſoon ſhe found that aid was gone, 
For Fove, alas! had left her none: 

Ah! now ſhe burns ! but tis too late, 

For in his Eyes ſhe reads her fate. 


4 SONG. 
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Air Celia too fondly contemns thoſe Delights, 
Wherewith gentle Nature hath ſoften'd the Ni 
If ſhe be ſo kind to preſent us with Pow'r, 
The fault is our own to negle@ the good hour: 
W ho gave thee this Beauty, ordain'd thou ſhould'ft be, 
As kind to thy Slaves, as the Gods were to thee. 


ghts ; 


Then Celia no longer reſerve the vain Pride, 
Of wronging thy ſelf, roo ſee others deny'd ; 
If Love be a Pleaſure, alas ? you will find, \ 
We both are not happy, when both are moſt kind, 
But Women, like Priefts, do in others reprove, 
And call that thing Luſt, which in them is but Love, 
| What they through their madneſs and folly create, 
We poor filly Slaves ſtill impute to our Fate g 
But in ſuch Diſtempers where Love ls the Grief, 
"Tis Celia, not Heaven, muſt give us relief, 
Then away with thoſe Titles of Honour and Cauſe, 
Which firft made us fin, by firſt giving us Laws. 
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4 SONG, Sett for Mr, William Turner. 
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t F Lik'd but never. 107d, before 
I ſaw that charming Face; 
Now every Feature I adore, . 
And doat on ev'ry Grace: | 
dhe ne'ce ſhall know that kind deſire, 
# Which her cold Looks denies; 
VUaleſi my Heart that's all on fire, 
| "_ ſparkle * my lie. 8 
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Then if no gentle Glance return 
A ſilent leave to ſpeak, | 
My 1 which would for ever burn, 
Alas | mu "gh and break, 
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V "Here would coy Amintas run, 
From a deſpairing Lovers Story? 

When her Eyes have Conqueſt won, 
Why ſhould her Ear refuſe the Glory? 

Shall a Slave, whoſe Racks conftrain, 

Be forbidden to complain ? 

Let her ſcorn me, let her flye me, 

Let her Looks her Love deny me: 

Ne're ſhall my Heart yield to Deſpair, 

Or my Tongue ceaſe to tel} my Care; 

Or my Tongue ceaſe to tell my Care. 

Much to Love, and much to pray, 


I to Hcav'n the only way. 


4 SONG 
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Ell me ye Sicilian Swzins | 
Why this Mourning's o're your Plains? 
| Where's your utual Melody ? 
Why are all your Shepherds mad, | 
And your Sb pherdeſſes ſad ? 1 
What can the mighty meaning be d 1 
Chorus. Silvia the Glory of our Plains, | | 
Sylvia che Love of all vur Swains, 
That bleſt vs with her Smiles; 
Where er "ry Shepherd had a Heart, 
And ev'ry Shepherdeſs a part. 4. 
Slights our Gods, and leaves our 1fle, 
Slights our Gods, and leaves our Ile. 
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o SONG. N Mr, Henry Purcell. 


. 


. 


8 


= E 22 5 

, a —_ — —— — 
5 — — — | 
SE =} RE. 2 — — a 51 886 

. = PRs — — — _ — 


Wen 
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V & 7Hen gay Pbilander left the Plain, 
The Love, the Life of ev'ry Swain, 

His Pipe the Mournful Strephon took g 

By ſome ſad Bank and murm'ring Brook, 

Whilft lit'ning Flocks forſook their Food, 

And Melancholy by him ftoody 

On the cold Ground himſelf he laid, 

And thus the moraful Shepherd play d. 


2 | - | 

Farewel to all that's bright and gay, 
No more glad Night and chearing Day z 
No more the Sun will gild our Plain, 

Till the loft Youth return again: 

Then every penſive Heart that now 

With mournful Willow ſhades his Brow, 
Shall Crown'd with chearful Garlands fing, 
And all ſhall ſeem Eternal Spring. 


Say, mighty Pa, if you did know, 
Sasy all ye rural Gods below, 
| *Mongft all Youths that grac'd your Plain, 
So gay ſo beautiful a Swain; J 
In whoſe ſweet Air and charming Voice, 
Our . N did allrejoyce; 
Him only, O ye Gods! reſtore, 


Your Nymphs and Shepherds ask no more. 
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4 SONG. e Ar. Tho. Kingſley. 
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Ow Happy's that Mortal whoſe Heart is his own, 
H And for his own Quiet's b:holding to none, 
3 (Eccko, Beholding to none, to none 3) 
That to Love's Enchantments ne're lendeth an Ear, 
Which a Frown or a ſmile can equally bear, 
| (Eccbo, Can equally bear, can bear.) 
Nor on ev'ry frail Beauty ſtill fixes an Eye, 
But from thoſe fly Felons doth prudently fly, 
(Eccbo, Doth prudently, prudently fly, doth fly 3) 
For the Heart that ftill wanders is pounded at laſt, 
And *tis hard to relieve it when once it js faſt. 3 
(Eccho, When once it is faſt, is faſt.) 


By ſporting with Dangers ftill longer znd longer, 

The Fetters and Chains of the Captive grow ſtronger; 
He drills on his Evil, then curſes his Fate, | 

And bewails thoſe Misfortunes himſelf did Create : 

Like an empty Camelion he lives on the Air, 

And all the Day lingers 'twixt Hope and Deſpair ; 
Like a Fly in the Candle he ſports and he Games, 
Till a Victim to Folly, he dies in the Flames. 


If Love, ſo much talk'd of, a Hereſie be, 

Of all it enſlayes few true Converts we ſees 

If heQoring and buffing would once do the Feat, 
There's few that would fail of a Vict'ty Compleat ; 
But with Gain co come off, and the yrant ſubdue, 
Is an Art that is hitherto Practisd by few : 

How eaſie is Freedom once had to maintain; 

But Liberty loft is as hard to re gain. 


This driv'ling and ſniv'ling, and chiming in Parts, 
This whinipg and pining, and h:cakiug of H-arts g 
All penſive and tient in Corners to fic, 
Are pretty fine paſtime s for thul that wut wie: 
Wheo this Paſſion aud Fiſhing det h f fo abi 'em: 
It w.re good rhe Stat ſb. ruft Prinluns e 'em: 
For f Na on it fr ize „n, and mak it S 0 Ic, 
No L.bour can ſave, or relic vet any inte, 
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Thouſand ſeveral ways I try'd 

: To hide my Paſſion from your view, 
Conſcious that 1 ſhould be deny'd, 
Becauſe I cannot Merit you; 
Abſence the laſt and worft of all, 
Did ſo encreaſe my wretched Pain, 

That 1 return'd, rather to fal! 

By the ſwift Fate, 7 the ſwift Fate of your Diſdain, F 
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T2 the Grove, gentle Love, let us be going, 
Where the kind Spring and Wind all day are won; 
He with ſoft ſighing Blaſts ftrives to o're-take her, 
She would not, tho ſhe flies, have him forſake her. 
But in circling, Rings returning, | 8 
And in purling Whiſpers Mourning; 
She ſwells and pants, as if ſhe'd ſay, - 
Fain [ would, but dare not ſtay. 
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A SONG. Sett by Mr. Fiſhburne, 
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_ me no more of Flames in Love, 
That common dull pretence, 
Fools in Romances uſe to moye 
Soft Hearts of little Senſe ; 
No, Strephon, I'm not ſuch a Slave, 
Loves baniſh'd Power to own 3 
Since Intereſt and Convenience have 
$0 long uſurp'd his Throne. 
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No burning Hope or cold Deſpair, 
Dull Groves or purling Streams, 
Sighing and talking to the Air 
In Loves fantaſtick Dreams, 
Can move my Pity or my Hate, 
But Satyrift I'll prove, 
And all ridiculous Create 
That ſhall pretend to Love, 


Love was a Monarch onee tis true, 
And God- like rul'd alone, 
And though his Subjects were but few, 

Their Hearts were all his own ; 

But ſince the Slaves revolted are, 
And turn'd into a State, 

Their Int'reft is their only Care, 
And Love grows out of Date, 
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A Song, Sett by Mr. Fiſhburne. 
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Pill to Purge Melancholy. 


XA Ealth breeds Care Love, Hope and Fear; 


3 - What does Love or Bufineſs here? 
While Bacchus merry does appear, 
Fight on and fear no ſinking. 
Charge it briskly to the Brim, 
Tin the flying Top- ſails ſwim. | 
WMe owethe great Diſcovery to him 
Of this new World of Drinking. 


Grave Cabals that States refine, 
Mingle their Debates with Wine 
Ceres and the God o'th' Vine 

Makes ev'ry great Commander. 

| Let ſober Sots Small-bear ſubdue, 

The Wiſe and Valiant Wine does woe; 

The Stag yrite had the honour to 5 

Be Drunk with Alexander, 
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Stand to your Arms, and now advance 
A Health to the Hgliſp King of France, 
On to the next a boy ſperanne, 

By Bacchus and Apollo: 
| Thus in State I lead the Van, 

Fall in your place by your right-hand Man, 

| Beat Drum | now March! Dub a dub, ran dan; — 
le's a HV big that will not follow. 
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A Fortune and Love may be Deities ſtill, 
To thoſe they Oblige by their Pow r; 

For my part, they ever have us'd me ſo ill, 
they cannot expeR I' adore : 
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270 Pills to Purge Melancholy. 
Hereafter a Temple to Friendſhip I'll raiſe, 
And dedicate there all the reft of my Days, 
To the Goddeſs accepted my Vous, | 1 
To the Goddeſs accepted my Vows. 


Thou perfecteſt Image of all things Divine, 

Bright Center of endleſs Deſires, . 

May the Glory be yours, and the Services mine, 
When 1 light at your Altars the Fires. 


offer a Heart has Devotion ſo pure, 


It would for your Service all Torments endure, 
Might you but have all e you wiſh, 
Might you, Se Cs - 


But yet the Goddeſs of Fools to aeſpſe 

I fiad I am too much in her Pow'ry z 

She makes me go where tis in vain to be wiſe, 
In abſence of her I adore; | 


Ii If Love then undoes me before [ get back, 


I fill with reſignment receive the Attack, 
Or languiſh away in Deſpairy „ 
* 78 | | Fe: | 
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E himſelf courts his own Ruin. 
That with too great Paſſion ſues 'R 
When Men Whine too much in Wooing, | | 
Women will like Cocquets ule 'em: 
dome by this way of addreſſing. 
Have the Sex ſo far tranſported, 
T hat they'll fool away the Bleſſing 
For the Pride of . Courted- 


Jilt and ſmile when we adore em, 
While ſome Blockhead buyes the Favour 
Preſents haye more Power o're 'em 
Than all our ſoft Love and Labour, 
Thus, like Zealots with ſcrew'd Faces, 
We our fooling make the greater, 
While we cant long winded Graces 
Others my fall to the Creature, 
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Eaſe lovely Strepboy, ceaſe to charm z 
| \ Uſeleſs, alas! is all this Art; 

. It's needleſs you ſhou'd ftrongly arm, 

i 4 0 N a too, too willing Heart: 


Pills to Purge Mela uchoh. 
T hid my weakneſs all I could, 

And chid my pratling tell tale Eyes, 
For Fear the eaſie Conqueſt ſhould 
Tale from the value of the Prize, 


But, oh! the unruly Paſhon grew 
So faft, it could not be conceal'd, 
And ſoon, alaſs! I found to you 
I muſt without Conditions yield. 
Though you have thus ſurpriz'd my Heart, 
Let uſe it kindly, for you know, 
It's not a gallant Victor's part 
To inſult o're a vanquiſh'd Foe. 
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A Song. Sett by Mr Damaſene. 
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Whoever 


Ton happy Youths whoſe Hearts are fre 


From Love's Imperial Chain, | 


Henceforth be warn'd and taught by me, 


And taught by me to avoid inchanting Pain. 
Fatal the Wolves to trembling Flocks, 
Sharp Winds to Blofſoms prove: 


| Vl To careleſs Seamen, hidden Rocks z 


To humane quiet Love. 


| Hy the FirSex Bf you pr, 


The Snake's beneath the Flower: 
z'd on Beauties Eyes, 


That taftedquiet more d 
T be Kind with reſtleſs Jealouſie, 
Ibe Cruel fill with Care 3 
With baſer Falſhood thoſe betray, 
Theſe kill us with Deſpair, 


* 
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4 Song. Sett by Dr. Staggins“ 
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' THen firſt Amintas charm'd my Heart, 


The heedleſs Sheep began to ſtray 3] 


The Wolves ſoon ſtole the greateſt part, 
And all will now be made a Prey. 
ah! Let not Love your Thoughts poſſeſs, 
Tis fatal to a Shepherdeſs; i 
The dangerous Paſſion you muſt ſhun, 
Or elſe like me be quite undone. 
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4 Song. Sett by Ar. Richard Crone. 


1 3 * free ls the reſolute Swain, 

That denies to ſubmit tothe Yoak of the Fair; 
Free from Exceſſes of Pleaſure and Pain, 

Neither daz''d with hope, or depreſt with Deſpair: 
' He s ſafe from Difturbance, and calmly enjoys 

Al the Pleaſures of Love, without Clamour and Noiſe. 


* | Toor Shepherds in vain their Aff ions reveal, 

. To a Nymph that is peeviſh, proud, ſullen, "and coy 3 

{| Vainly do Virgins their Paſſions conceal, 

| $ For they boil in their Grief, till themſelves they deftroy, 
And thus the poor Darling lies under a Curſe, | 

| To be check di in the Womb, or 0 relald by the Nurſe. 

| 
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L* was the Day etre Alexis my Lover, > 


And above cruel Scorn is happy Etat. 
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To finiſh my Hopes would his Paſhon reveal 3 

He could not ſpeak, nor I could not diſcover, „ 
What my poor aking Heart was ſo loath to Conceal: | 
Till the ſtrength of his Paſſion his Fear had remoy'd, 
Then we mutually talk d, and we mutyally loy'd, — 


Groves for Umbrella did kindly o're-ſhade us 


From Phbebus hot rages, who like Envy had firove 3 1 


Had not kind Fate this Provifion made us, 9 
All the Nymphs of the Air would have epvy'd our Love: 
But we ſtand below Envy that ill- natur'd Fate, » 
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A Song. Sing by Mrs. Croſs in the Mock Aſtro: | 
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W_ * * nn a 


Wi, ſo Pale and Wan fond Lover, 
Prithee, Prithee, Prithee why ſo. rue; 
Will, when looking Well can't move her, 
Looking 1ll, looking MI prevail. © 


, 
4 0 9 9 
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Why ſodull and mute young Sinner, 


Pcithee, prithee why ſo mute, i 
Will, when ſpeaking well can't win her, "1 
| _ Saying nothing, nothing do't, YN 
Quit, quit for ſhame this will not move, 1 
This cannot, cannot, cannot, cannot take her, * 
If of her ſelf, ſhe will not Love, * 
Nothing can, nothing can make her. 1 


4 The Devil, the Devil, the Devil, the Devil take her. 
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4 Song occaſioned by a Ladies wearlng's a Fab 3 upon 
Il a Becoming place on ber Face. Sett by Mr. | j 
| Job ohn Welldon. F 


280 i Pills fo Purge Melanchoh. 


| 


HEE == 


n SY 


——— LOS CA Ie Nr — hw—2— — — 6. — ä ̃ w—— r ons eur i, PL. . 1 q 


il fo Pg: Mela. os 1 


Hat little Patch upon Four Face, 
Would ſeem a Foil on one leſs Fair, 

Wou'd'ſeem a Foil, wou'd ſeem a Foil, 
Wou'd ſeem a Foil on one leſs Fair. 

On you it hides a Char ming Grace, 
And you in Pity, you in Pity, 
You in Pity plac'd it there; 

5 . you it higes a Charming Grace; 
And you in Pity, you in Pity, 
In Pity plac d it there, 

And you in Pity, Pity, 

And you in Pity 2927 7 Rene. 
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4 4 Song. Sett ans Sung 5 Ar. Leveridge at 11 
Theatre. 
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I 1* beware when §trepbon per ſues you, 
i *Tis but to boaſt a Conqueſt won, 
All his Deſigus are aim'd to undoe you, 
| Break off the Love he has begun; 

| 

| 


When he's Addreſſing, and prays for the Bleſing, 
Which none but his Iris can give alone, 

O then beware tis all to undoe you, 
. 3Tis but to boaſt a Conqueſt won; 

She that's Believing, while he is Deceiving, 
Like many already will be undone, 

| ris beware when Strephon.perſues you, | 

Tis but fo boaſt a Conqueſt won. | The 
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The Song of Orpheus Charming the Birds, Beafts, 
Trees, &c. to follow him, Sung in the Kin dom 
of the Birds. Sett to the Tune calPd the Za. 
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GW and Woods dish Rocks ind amd 
Springs and Floods; clear Brooks and Fountains; -. 
Fird and Beafts that range with pleaſure 
Hg ir, hear the Charm of my Voice, 1 
Make hafte and appear to dance a gay Meafure,””-- Art- 
And Phœbus pleaſe with Nature and Arts valud Traun 
- Haſte and ſet that no Sluggatd refuſes, ..:.' '© _ 
Flora Delightful as Bluſhin ag Aurora, 
To baniſh the peſt of Pandora, 
' I Summon thy Jeſimin and Roſes, | 
Le pretty young Nymphs with your Poſes, - 
Come away, when | fing and Play, No 
No Creature in Nature, „ ; 
Be late here, but wait here, from Vulcan's hot * 
Air, Neptune and'TeUus, the Thruſhes from b, 
And Prickets, from Thickets, 
Come Whisk it, and Frisk i it. 
And Skip it, and trip it. 
In. Honour of Love and the Muſes, 
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Pills to Purge Melancholy. | 
Ow charming Phiſtis is how Fair, 
11 How charming Phillis is how Fair, 

O that ſhe were as willing, £ 

To eaſe my wounded Heart of Care, 

And make her Eyes leſs killing, 

To eaſe my wounded Heart of Care, | | 
And make her Eyes leſs killing 
T : caſe my wounded Heart of Care, „ 


And make her Eyes leſs killing, 


To eaſe my wounded Heart of Gare, 
And make her Eyes leſs killing. 


I Sigh, I Sigh, I languiſh now. 

And Love will not let me reſt, 

J drive about the Park and Bow, 
Where ere I meet my Deareſt. 


oh N 


4 


1 


4 Song. 7 Sett by My, Anthony Young: 
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2 whining Damon to Complain, 

Of thy Unhappy Fate, 8 — 

That Sylvia ſhould thy Love diſdain, 
Which laſting was and great. 


For Love ſo conſtant flames ſo bright, 
More unſucceſsful prove, A Op 
Than cold negle& and ſudden flight, | . 


To gain the Nymph you love, ET j 
Then only you'll obtain the Prize, SY 

When you her Coyneſs uſe, „ as 

If you perſue the Fair ſhe flies, uh — f | 
But if you fly, perſues. ' 
Had Pherbus not perſu'd ſo faft, 1 
The ſeeming eruel ſhe, - 3 1 © 

The God a Virgin had embrac'd, | _— 
And not a Lifeleſs Tree. : 
905 f 


4 Song in the Opera call d the Brittiſh Enchan- 
ters. Sett by Mr. J. Eccles. Al 
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Pill to da Abh. 
Lague us not with Idle Stories ki q | 
Whining Loves, whining Loves, w or 
| And Senceleſs Glories, 25 * 

What are Lovers, what are Kings, 

What, at beſt, but ſlaviſh Things? 

What ate Lovers, what ate Kings, 

What, at beft, but laviſh Things 8 
What, at belt, but flaviſh Things, 


Free Ih vas Natu re made me, 
Love nor Beauty durft invade me, 
No rebellious Slaves betray'd me, 
Free I liv'd as Nature made me, 
Each by turns as Sence inſpir'd me, 
Bachus, Ceres, Venus fir'd me, 

T alone have learnt true Pleaſure, 


Freedom, rr Freedom is the 2 Trefae i 


8 ** — 
8 — 


4 Mock as: to, O5, d Peaceful . 


Gloom, To the ſame Tune. 
Of; oh, lead me, lead me to ſome * Rook: | 


Where none but honeſt, none but honeft, honeſt 


( Fellows come, 


Where our Wives, our Wives Clappers never ſound, ne- 


ver, never ſound, 
But an eternal Huſh, an eternal Huſh goes round: 
There let me drown in Wine my Pain, 
There let me drown in Wine my Pain, 
And never, never think of Home, never, never think of 
((Home, never, neyer think of Home, 
Never, never, never, never, never think of Home again: 
What Comfort, what Comfort, whit Comfort can a 
| (Husband have ? 
Who Marries, who Marriesto be more a Slave; 
What Comfort, what Comfort can a Husband have, 


Who Marries, who Marcies, who Marries to be more, Y 


More a Slave, to, to b: more. to, to be more, to. to be 
(more, more a Slave. 
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4 Dialogue betw ten 37 Pick inf Mes Brach | 


in the Opera calÞ'd' the SOS of Birds 
Written by Mr. T, D. 


1j | —.— 


He = 


| 3 H, Love if a- God thou wilt be, | 
x Do Juſtice in Favour of me, poor el | 
| For vonder approaching I lee, -- F | 

A Man with a Beard, F 


WIO as | he ve heard, Has 


pits: to Purge oY 


Has often undone 
Poor Maids that have known 
With Sighing and Toying, 
And Crying and Lying, 
And ſuch kind of Fooler y; 
Fair Maid, by your leave, 
My Heart does receive 
Strange Pleaſure to meet you here, 
Pray Tremble not ſo, 88 
Nor offer to go ; 
I'll do you no harm I "WY 
I'll do you no harm I (wear. 


She. My Mother is Spinning at homs; 
My Father works hard at his Loom, 
And I here a Milking am come: 
Their Dinner they want, . 
Pray Gentleman don't, 
Make more ado on't, 
Nor give me affcont, 
I'm none of the Town, 
Win lye doun for a Crow-a, 
Then àway, Sir, and give me room, 
He. By Phebus, by n 
By Honour, by Love, vo 
Ill do ye, Dear Sweet, no harm, 
You're as freſh as a Roſe 33 
J want one of thoſe, | 
Ah, how ſuch a Wife wou'd nn 8 
Ah, how ſuch a Wife wow'd Charm? 


| Sbe, And can ydu then like the old Rule, 12 


Be Conjugal, Honeſt and Dull, 
And Marry and look like a Bool, 


For I muſt be plain, 

All Tricks are ia vain, 
There's nothing can galn 
The thing you'd obtain, 

But moving and proving, _ 
By Wedding, true loving, | 
Na, Lc tlon Tierra at $ School, Vs 


= 
8 & _ 


— ———— — . ̃ tn — — — 


292 Pill to Purge Melancholy. 


% 
* . a 
r dl - \ 

1 


Hie. 1'll do't by this Hand, 


Tue Houſes, I've Land, 
Eſtate too in good Freehold, 


My Dear, let us joia, it ſhall all be thine, 
Beſides a good Purſe of Gold. ; | 
Sbe. You make me to bluſh now I vow, 
O Lord, ſhall I baulk my Cow, 
But ſince the late Oath you have Swore, 
Your Soul ſhall not be in Danger for me, 
T'll rather agree of two to make three, 


We'll Wed, and we'll Bed, 
There's no more tobe ſaid, 


And I'll ne're goa Milking more. 


— 


3 


The Beav's CharaBer in the Comety bold Ham. 
ſted-Heath. Sett and Sung by Mr. Ramondon. 
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. A Whig that's full, 
An empty Scull, 
A Hat ne're made, 
To fit his Head, 
A Hand that's White, 
A Ring that's right, 
A gracious Smile, 
And Grounds and Oyl, 
A ſmatch of French, 
And none of Sence, 
A Tune that Thrills, 
A Lear that Kills, | 
© Charlot Guilt, | | Wo 
To wait on Jilt, _. | 4 
A Foreigu Tower, 
Domeſtick Whore, 
A Lier Ham, 
G— ? —ye Mam, 
A Peaceful Sword, 
Not one wiſe Word, 
Duns, Baſtards, Claps, Rs 
And Am'rous Scrape, 55 
Toſs up a Beau, 
That Grand Ragou, 


— ww 
A Box of Burgamot, 
No more than that to Plot. 
A Sword, Knot, Patch aud Feather, 
Do very well together. 
Al Conquering Airs and Graces, 
stoln Flights and borrow'd i Phraſes, 
An awkward Pace and Carriage z 
And Mercinary Marriage. 
A Smock-Face tho a Tann d ont: 
But State and Prate at Random, 
Of Calia and Amadiy, 
That Hodge Podge for the Ladies, 0 3 
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4 Song in the Hmocent Miſtreſs. Set by Mr, John 
Eecles, Sing by Mrs, N 
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AJ Hea I languiſh'® and i'd Yu wou'd ſomethilpg, 


Lou bad me to give it a Name, 
But by Heav'n I know it as little as you, 
Tho” my Tanorance poſſes for Shame. 
ont ke for Devotion ere Polling s Gldhe, 
And thiuk the dull Fools ficarre g | Ri 
But never believe that I ſpake in Romance, 22 15 
On purpoſe to tickle, on pur poſe, on purgoſe, Wi 
On purpoſe to tickle your Ear. 138 
To pleaſe me than more think ſtill I am true, int - 
And hug each Apocryphal Text z Mm 
Tho' I practice a ou falſe Doctrines on you, |} 
I ſhall ftifl have enough, I ſhall ftiſl haveenough, 4 
Shall ſtill have enough for the next. 


wr to Pargo Mancha. 


Jana in = Prize, Set bh Mr John Weldon. 


1 ambition fire thy Mind,” 


Thou wer t born o're Men to WY 
| Reign, not to follow Flocks deſigu d, 


. Not to follow Flocks deſign 
i Scorn thy Crook, and — the Plain. 


1 I Crowns I'll throw beneath thy Feet, 

IF; Thou on Necks of Kings ſhalt tread, 
. N in Circles, Joys ſhall meet. . 

200 hich way e're thy Fancy leads. 


* 


Scorn thy Crook, and leave the Plain. 


Hills to Purgs Melancholy: 357 | | 
| 4 new Health to Prince Eugene, a Triumphant 
Ode upon his return to Vienna. The Words Sett 
to Muſic by Mr. Durfey. Sung by Mr. Leve- 


ridge in the Play calld the Country * in 
the Furbelop. . 
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| — Valiant Eugene to Vienna is gone, 


And tince deny » 
To be ſupply'd, 


W} his Troe s are undone - 


For the haughty Fonofre, 


* New Recrbits being . 
Sd proud is grown [| +; 825 . 


Ot two to one, 


He Revenge ſwears to puſh home, 


And late Loſſes 
Diſgraces and Crofles, 


Will fon retaliate now the General i is zone, 


On Leapnid, Ob Baden, 271 

What Fiend was perfwading, 74 ths 
Your Prieſt ridden Clan, 
ann kate a Man. . 


7 . T2 "ag 2 


| N of Carthage x grew. proud, 


When Story once fſhew'd 
How well che Grand, | 
Blind Aff ican, 


. 23 Ort the Alps bew d out bis nad, 


3 — the Rocks in his way, | 
but Puff paſt an nd Clay, 
To thoſe were ſeen, 
When great Eugene, 
Made his ruggid EHI, 
. Where a9 Storm nor 
b 'Loud Thunder, 
This Wonder, 
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Could ever from bis purpoſe cauſe to hoult or W. 
„ Fh Watches, | 


Diſpatches, 

And lying, ; 

Tbere frying, | 
His Youth did fo decay, 


Sable T Is into Grey; 3 


rden Lan give 0 a, 
Name Cæſa no more, 


Fill $0. nge 
Nor the Macedon, „„ OL ESNAG 
 - Whoſe high Renew un, * 
dar ubeles, N . I hn 
But ſet Glorious Fugen S 
That Auguſt 
— Befounded-high, 
As far- as Sky, 
Otte Ober Fre 
HA or ner, 
Ot Bolder, * | 
Good $6\dier, | 
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Loves rules them, love rules them, and ſhe rules Love 
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Pilks to Purge Melancholy. 
Her turn thee, hither turn thee, hither turn the: 

EE EE Er ESR INS 3 
Hither turn thee, hither turn thee, hither turn thee, 


Let not Venus, let not Venus, let ndt Venus fue in Vain, 0 
Venus rules, Venus rules, Venus rules the Gods above, 1 
Love rules them, love rules them, love rules them, an 

Venus rules the God's above. . 1 
Love rules them, love rules them, love rules them, 1 
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Love rules them, and ſhe rules Lore. 
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The Words by Ms. Ward, Set by Mr. R. Harris. 
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So faithful and ſo kind a He art: 
Which cannot prove to you unjuſt, 
But muff it ſelf endure the ſmart 3 
no, no, no the Wandring Stars, 
WS ſooner ceaſe their Motion; 
And Nature reconcile the Jars, 
| 3 T wixc Boreas and the Occan, 
The fixed Peles ſhall leer to move, 
. And rambꝶ from their places; 
Mp're n from fair Bllinia tore, 


Or ili ht her charming Graces. 
8 s 
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4 Song Sung by Mes. Campion; in Comedy 1 f 
Felde e wou'd und ſbe mau d not. Sett by Mr. 
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Ci my Heart has often rang'd, 
Like Bees o're Gaudy Flowers, 
And many thouſand Loves have ebang d, 
Tim it was fix d, till it was fix d on yours, 
But Celia when 1 law thoſe Eyes, 
I as ſpon, 'twas ſoon determin'd there, 
Stars might as well forſake the Skies, 
And Vaniſh into Air, 
Stars might as well forſake the Skies, 
And Vaniſh into Air 


Now if from the great Rules fre, 
Nu Beauties, new Beauties to admire, 

May again, again turn wanderer, 
And never, never, never, never, never, no, never, 
Never, never, never, never, never, never, never, 
Never, never, never, ſettle more, 

May I again, again turn wonderer, 
And never, never, never, never, never, no, never, 
Never, never, never, never, never, never, never, 
Never, never, never, ſettle more. 


When 1 beheld thy Charming Graces 

My Heart was all on Fire, 

And my Affecttons ſoon took place, 

And never could, and never could retire, 

But like a fixed Rock remain ; | 
So long, ſo long as Life ſhall laſt, 

Then do not kill me with Diſdain, 
* all my 2 blaſt, 


306 Pills to Purge: Melancholy.” 
But ſend one ſweet and pleaſant 1 4 
Io keep me, to keep me from Diſ 5 
14 For in your love, for in your love I Sth whiſe 
{ »You as me, N * you give me hopes ſweet 
| ART as ay I Fair. 
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What tro ten T. onſae d Beaptiewbright; | 
In all their youthful Glory, +. 

Has been preſented to my hght a - = 
Vet all ir. vain, was vain and tranſi itory . 

To thy Cœleſtial Charms alone, 

Where 1, here I have fix d my Love. 
In Cupid's Fetters Rill I moan, '. Take 
Till yau my Grief remove, © ” bs 

Which adds a luftre to my Days: 
Then Cælia then Cælia pity me, 

And now vith (peed, with ſpeed my Spirits raiſe, 
BY giving, giving, oy un life — Cogn, ca 


' 
if 
| 
85 
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Te; Beer Y Wk Rung Sado; 
| Refreſh all my | Scan, 
| | Then prithee Celia do not ſhun, 

That Bleſſing which the height of Joy Commences 
1 Come with thy ſpreading Arms to me, 
i And I, and I would then __— 
| Thy Love with all Humility, : 
| For Tcan do voJeſs: 7 5 © 
For let me tell thee it is true, % I 
gl l lovethee, I love thee more than Gold, 
ll And if I may, my Suit Renew, 
Thy Bleflings, Bleffings thy 5 will be maaifol 
1 | 


a rather dye then live io Grief, - 
For then my Pains are ended; IY3434-4 SIT 
4 if -Tis you alone can yield relief, i. 2 6 Os 8 i. 

Let Bleſſings be, let Bleſhogs beextended, * 


| To ſave me from a Ruin 'd fats; ©: KS n b. 45 
Which now, which now I dread and fear, IJ. | 
LH One Word of Comfort now relate, e 
I! oo Joy, my Love, my, or 
1'Y c {3/110 174 1.5 Then 


Fl to Purge Melancholy. © 307% 
Then Creſſus with his Golden ſtore. W 
Could never, could never, me outyve 
Grant me thy Love, thy love, Lask no more, 
Then 888 . then Celia make a kigd e 


— 
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The Italian Song cad paſtorella a into an I 
— bel by Mr. Tho. OT 3 


B my Bouncing Doxie, 
10 Come let's trudge it to Kirkbam Fair, 
There's ſtout Liquor enovgh to Fox me, 
And youpg Cullics to buy thy Ware. 
She, Mind your Matters you Sot without medling 
. How I manage the ſail of my Toys, 
Get by Piping as] do by Pedliag, 
You nced never want me for ſupplies. 


310. Pills to Purge Melancholy, 
He. God. a- mercy my Suee ting, I find thou thinbſt fittin 
. 10 dn chte tvirciog, 1 Crouu. 2 
Sde. Tho' for chat I've been ſtaying, a greater Debts 
;  - Yourrate of delaying will never Compound, (paying, 
He. I' come home when my Pouch is full, 
And ſoundly pay thee all old Arrears, 
be. You'Þ forget it your Pate's ſo dull, 


Av by drowzy Negie& appears. n 
Hr. May the Drone of my Bag never hum 
Af 1 fail to remember my Blowee. ater 
be. May my Buttocks be ev'ry ones Drum; 
If I think thou wiltpay mea Souſe. + 
Be. Squeakuam, ſqueakham, Bag- pipe will make em, 
Whisking, Frisking, Money brings inn 
| She, Smoaking, Toping, Landlady groping, 
| Whores aud Scores wiil ſpend it again, eo ly, 
Ee. By the beſt as I gueſs in the Town, 
I wear thou ſhalt have e*ry Groat. 
* She. By the worſt that a Woman e're found, 
If F have it will fignify noughtzy, | 
1. Ze. If good Nature works no better, Lo, 
Blowrabella I'd have you to know, _ 5 
Tuo you fancy, my Stock is follow, 
| YvremoreRhinoOthen always how, — © 
For ſome gubd Reaſons or fate that I know,  - 
bs She, Since with Cheating I always knew, | 
For my Ware I got ſomething too, 
I've more Sence than to tellc@&you- - © om 
| Ze, Singly then let's imploy Wit, 3 
II uſe Pipe as my gain does hit. 


4 


She, And if Ia new Chapman get, n 
ty You'll be eaſy to, A | 
\ He, Eaſy as any worn out Shoe. OT ERS of 


| CHORUS of both, - 


Enge und Frolichwe'l Couple Gj © 
_ That the beß of the Marriage State is, TOO 


- . Blowzabclla's a4 Collin Caſe, | 


* 
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- Becauſe that charming Beauty bright, 
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AS Cupid rogiſhly one Day, 

A Had all alone ſtole out to play 3 | 2 
The Muſes caught the little, little, little Knave, 
And captive Love to Beauty gave: 

The Muſes caught the little, little, little Knave, 
And captive Love to Beauty gave: 
The laughing Dame ſoon miſt her Son, 
And here and there, and here and there, 
and here and there Diſtracted run 
Diſtracted run, and here and there, 
and here and there, and here aud there Diſtracted run: 
And ſtill his Liberty to gain, his Liberty to gain, 

offers his Ranſom - — 
But in vain, in vain, in vain, 
The willing, willing Priſoner ſtill hugs bis Chain, 
And Vows he'll ne er be free, rn 
And Vows he'll ne'er be free, JETS 
No, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, : 
No, no, no, no, no, he'll ne er be free again, 
No, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, | 
No, no, no, no, no, he'll ne er be free again. 


Tho' he in Fetters lies confin'd, - 
So pleaſant is it to his Mind. 
That ever while he waited, waited, waited ſtiß, 
His Heart with Joys the Nymph did fill, + 
That ever while he waited, waited, waited ftil; L 
His Heart with Joys the Nymph did fill, 
So that the pleaſing pain he bore, _ 
And would not. wiſh, and would not wiſh, - 
and would not wiſh for Freedom more, 
For Freedom more, and would not wiſh, © (more? 
and would not wiſh, and would not wiſh for Eccedom 


Becauſe tuat charming Beauty bright, 
_ Kill he muft adore” © 

For ſhe's Fair, ſhe's Fair, ſhe's Fair, 
And never never he can avoid the ſnare, 


But muſt be ftill confin d. 
But muſt be ſtill confin'd, 


* 
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| Now, now, now, now, now, now, now, now, now, 
Now. now, now, now, now ſhe's ſo charming Fair, 
Now, now, now, now, now, now, now, now, now, 
Now, now, now, now, now, ſhe's ſo charming Fair. 


The ſmiling Mother when ſhe found, 
Her Son was ſo encompals'd round, 


She needs would help her little, little, little Boy, 
And all the charms of Love deftroyz - 


| She needs would help her little, little, little Boy, 


And all the Charms of Love deſtroy; 


In vain ſhe ſtrove, for Beauty bright, 
Was evermore, was evermore, 
Was evermore his Heart's delight: 
His Hearts delight, was evermore, i 

| Was evermore, was evermore his Hearts delight, 
Io the fair Saint on Wings of Love, 85 
To the fair Saint on Wings of Love, 

Ott he takes his flight, . 

Where his thrall, his thrall, his thrall, 
1s ſweeter to him than the rich Honey fall ; 

There will he ftill reſide, | 

There will he ſtill retide, 1 
Fot Love, Love, Love, Love, ! ove, Love, Love, Love, 


Love, Love, Love, Love, Love does Conquer one and all, 


For Love, Love, Love, Love, Love, Love, Love, Love, 
Love, Love, Love, Love, Love does Conquer one and all. 


ä 8 
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4 Song made for the Entertainment of her Royal 
Highneſs, Set by Mr. Leveridge, Sung by Mrs. 
Lindſey in Caligula, 


— 
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G 
EX over all Mankind befides my conquering beauty, 
1 conquering beauty, my conquering beauty Reigns, 

My conquering beauty Reigns, 

From him I love, from him I love when I meet diſdain, 

A killing damp, a killing damp comes o'er my Pride; 

Im fair and young, I'm fair and young, 

I'm fair and young in vain; * | 

I'm fair and young, I'm fair and young, 

. I'm fair and young in vain : 

No, no, no, let him wander where he will, 

Let him wander, let him wander, | 

Let him wander, let bim wander where he will, 

I ſhall have youth and beauty, youth and beauty, 
youth and beauty, | 

1 ſhall have youth and beauty, youth and beauty ſtill; 

I ſhall have beauty that can charm a Fove, 

Can Charm a Fove and no faul t, + | 

No, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no fault, no, no, uo fault, 

But conſtant love: | 

From my arms then let him fly, fly, fly, 

From my armthen let him fly 3 

Shall 1 languiſk, pine, and die, 

No, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, RO, no, no not I, 


31s lz 20 Purge Melanchoh. 
; | | A Song in the Fair Penitent. Set by Mr, Eccles, 


= Sy by Mrs. Hudſon. 
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| I follow not to conquer, not to conquer, 


Ah ſtay, ah turn, ah whither would you fly, FE: 
Whither, whither, whither, whither, ah whither wou 9 f 
15 


When preſi d by ſome tempeftuous Wind, 
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Stg. ah ſtay, ah turn, ah whither wou d you Hf. 
ſta 


y, ah turn, ah whither wou d you fly, 
Whither, whither wou'd you fly, ae Wa 
Too Charming, too Charming, too relentleſs Maid g 


I follow not to conquer but to dye: 
You of the fearful, of the fearful are afraid, 


Tn vain, in vain 1 call, in valn in vain I call, 
While ſhe like fleeting, fleeting Air, 


Hys ſwifter from the voice of my deſpair: 


Nor caft a pittying, pittying, pittying, pittying, 124. | 
es | chind, 
No not one, no not one, not one pittyiag pittying loox, | 


Not one pittying, pittying, pittying look behind, 


(ing look behind. 


11 
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No not one, no not one, not one pittying, pittying pitty= | 
EE (ing look bebind, | 
No not one, no not one, not one pittying, pittying, pitty- 


A Song. Set by Mr. James Townſhend Orga- l 


niſt of Lym Riges, The Words by J. R. 
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Ott to diſpairing Shepherds verſe, 
Unmov d ſhe tunes the trembling Strings 3; 
Oft does ſome pittying Words rehearſe, 
Burt little means the thing ſhe Sings: 
Ceaſe on her lovely Looks to gaze, 
Nor court your Ruin in her Eyes; 
Her Look too's dangerous as her Face; 
At once Engages and Deſtroys: 
Speak not if you'd avoid your Fate, 
For then ſhe darts Reſentment home; 
ut fly, fly Damon e er too late, | 


d 


| . Orclſc be Deaf, be Blind, be Dumb. 


ö — 


| Freely gaze and view all over, 


Though a thouſand Darts fly round thee, 
Fear not, Mortal, none ſhall Wound thee, 


Fear not, Mortal, none ſhall Wound thee. 


\ 
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Mercury to Paris, in the Prize Mich Compor a| 
by Mr. * Eccles. | 


Ear not Mortal none (hall harm thee, 
With this * Rod I'll Charm thee z 


Thou mayft every grace diſcoyer : 


Though a thouſand Darts fly rougd thee, . 


* 
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1998 new . "The Words by My. Tho. Wall, ; 
7 Set to Om by Mr. Henry ele 1 


And thouſands more may ſtill deſpair: 5 | 


For all a thouſand Hearts will flake, 
And all may ſigh and all may die, 


—— — * - K —— — — 
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A TO more let Damor's eyes perſue, "1 "+ 

No more let Demor's Eyes perſue, v 
The bright enchanting Fair; . 

Amira thouſands, thouſands, thouſands can undoe, 
And thouſands more, and thouſands more, 


And thouſands more may ftill deſpair. 


For oh her bright alluring Eyes, 
And graces all admire ; 7k 
For her the wounded Lover dies. 
And ev'ry Breaft and ev'ry Heart, 
Andev'ry Breaft is ſet on fire. 


Then oh poor Damon ſee thy Fate, 
But never more complain; | 


And all may figh and die in vain. 1 J 


— —6ͤ | — - er ' —— 1 
The Dear Joy's Lamentation. 8 | 


326 : _ Pills to Purge Melancholy. . iT 


O my dear Joy now what doft thou think, 
Hoop by my ſhoul our Country- men ſtink; 
To Ireland they can never return, OREN: 
The Heriticks there our Houſes will burn, 
Ab bone, ab bone, ab bone, a cree. 9 


for a Son of a . —— 


| 
1 APoxon T | 
He was the cauſe of our coming o'er gz | 
And when to Dublin we came to put on our Coats, t 
He told us our bufineſs was cutting of Throats, | 1 
Our Devil has left us now in the Lurch, Y 
A Plague light upon the Proteſtant O | 
If P-—s had let but the Biſhops alone, 28 
O then the Nation had all been our w,, 
Ab bone, &c. „ 3 | 


And I wiſh other meaſures had been taken, 

| For now I fear we ſhan't ſaye our Bacon : 
Now Orange to London is coming down right, 

| And the Soldiers againft him reſolye not to Fight. 
410 bone, &c. F 


| 
What ſhall we do the Lord himſelf knows, 
Our Army is beaten without any blows; - - 

| Our . r begins to feel ſome remorſe, 
For the Grey Mare has prov-d the better Horſe, 
be, Sc. | 


Tf the French do but come, which is all our hopes, 
We'll bundle the-Hereticks all up with Ropes, 
If London ſtands to us as Briſto; has done, 
We need not to fear but Orange muſt run. 

Ab tone, &c. ; | 


But if you prove falſe, and to Orange they ſcower, 
By G— all the M — ſhall play from the Towgy, 

| Our Maſſacree freſh in their Memories grown, ele 

The Devil tauk me, we ſhall all go down, S 
A Zone, ab bone, a bone, a Cree. 


REI ]: hs * 
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A mock Song to, In the Fields, Oc. See the . | | 


Kiſſing here, kiſſing there, 


There I got her Maiden-head,, 


Was the charming Country Life. 
Then I took her up again, 


From the Straw to bruſh | her clean, 


Bruſhin here, Bruſhing there, 


Was the charming Country Life. 
Then ſhe took me round the neck, 


Sigh'd and ſwore ſhe'd ne er bete, 


On how free from Care and Strife, 


After this we often met, 5 
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Page 237. 
N our Yard in Froft and Snows, 71 9541 66. {I 
Watching late and early: GENT 


There I met a Buxom Pro, 
There I kiſs'd her fairly: 


Here a kiſs, there a kiſs, ev'ry where; a kiſsy, 
Oh how free from Care and Strife, 
Was the charming Country Life. 


In the Barn on a Straw Bed, 
Watching late and early :.. 


There Þ got it fairly: 
With Roving here, Roving there, | 


Here a Rove, there a Rove, ev'ry where a Rove, | 
Oh how free from Care and Strife, 


In the Morning earl 
- There I bruſh'd her clearly; 


Here a bruſh, there a bruſh, ev'ry where a bruſh, 
Oh how free from Care and Strife, - 


In the Morning early 3 


Him ſhe lov'd ſo dearly : 
B'uſhing here, bluſhing there, 


Here a bluſh, there a bluſh, ev'ry wherea bluſh, 


Was the charming Country life. 


In the Morning early "HE 
Nl of love and vg rous . 
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por 1 lovd her dearly: 

Preſſing here, preſſing there. 

Here a preſs, there a preſs, ev ry where a preſs, 
Oh how free from Care and Strife, 

Was ſtill the Charming Country Life. 


In the Morn by break of day, 
Watching late and early : 
All my Fathers Cocks of Hay, 
For I watch'd em fairly - 
Singing here, Singing there, 
Here a Song, there a Song, ev ry where a S. 
Oh how free from Care and Strife, 
Was the en Country Life. 


But alaſs it was not ſo, 
g In that Morning early ; 
| When ſhe came to let me know, 
She found her ſelf but queerly: 
Qualmiſh here, Qualmiſh there, 25 
Here a qualm, there a qualm, ev ry where - qualms: 
Oh how full of Care and Strife, 
Was then the Country Life.. 


For her Mother an old Trot, 
Watching late and early 3 
Catch'd me at her you know wat, 
And paid me for't ſeverely : 
With Rogue-ſhip here, rogue-ſhip there, 
| Here a rogue, there a rogue, ev'ry where'a ro guts. 
| Oh how full of Care and Strife, 
| Was then the Country Life. 


With ſpeed T ſcap d to London Town, 
In the morning early; 
There in Wine my cares I drown'd, 
There 1 drown d em fairly: 
With glaſſes here, glaſſes there, 
| Here a glaſs, there a glaſs, ev'ry where a gi; 
| Oh how free from Cares and Strife, 
1; th? Shzmiag 2 L91411 Life. 


* 


. CREEP ei, A 3244242344444 I A eT K . 


rn O W 


* . 
* 


Bills to Purge Melancholy, 329 


A Song. Set by Mr, W. Morley. AY 
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Pill to Purgę Melancholy... 


go. 


Orn to ſarprize the World, 


The ſlipperv danger of exalted State: 


Victor ious Malbor ough, | Victorious. Malborough, to Battle- | 


2 Barn to ſurprize the World, and teach the Great, 


(flies, 


Arm'd, Arm'd with new Lightning from bright Annas 


(Eyes, 


Wonders, Wonders like theſe no former Age has ſeen, 


| The Subjx&s Heroes, the Subjects Heroes, and a Saint the 
| | | + (Queen. 
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N vain, in vain, in vain, in vain, in vain, 
In valo the God 1 ask, 
He'll ne er remove the Dart: 


And till I love the pretty, pretty boy, 


Altbo', altho' he wound my Heart: 
Henceforth I'll be contented than, 

No more will 1 defire; _ 

No, no, no more, no, no, no more will 1 deſire, 


To flight her whom I love ſo much, 


That but creates the Fire : 

Well might I expect the Fate, | 
As well as any other: 

Since be ne'er \ pares the Gods themſelyes,, | 


Nor docs he ſpare his Mother. # e atx 
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1 An Amon, Song. os the Tune of, The bonny 
Chriſt- POE 8 "© ed 
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Ee how fair and fine ſhe lies, 
Upon her Bridal Bed g 
No Lady at the Court, 
+ $o fit for the Sport, 
On ſhe look d ſo curiouſly White and Red; 7 
| . After the firſt and ſecond time, | 
The weary Bridegroom ſlacks his pace; 
I But Oh ſhe cries, come, come, my Joy, 
|| Andcling thy Cheek cloſeto my Face: 
I Tinkle, tiokle, goes the Bell under the Bed. 
F Whilſt time and touch they _ 3 
They * TY 
end their $ | | 
Aud fo fall fat alleep. - . 
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nn if my fate's to love you. 
Corinna if my fate's to love you, - 
Where's the harm in ſaying ſo: * 
Corinna it my fate's to love you, 
"Where's the barm in faying ſo? _ 
Why ſhou'd my ſighs, why ſhou'd my ſighs, 
Why ſhou'd my ſighs and fondneſs move you? 
To encreaſc, to encreaſe your Shepherd's woe 3 
Flame pent in ſtill burns and ſcorches, 
Tin it burtis a Lovers heart: 5 
Love declar'd like lighted Torches, 
Waſtes it ſelf and gives leſs pain: 
Lovr declat'd like lighted Torches, 
Waſtes it ſelf, waſtes it ſelf | 
Wanes it ſelf and gives leſs ſmart. 4 


* n ited; 
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(7b charms are paſt expreſſing, TF 
| Were ſhe kind as ſhe is Fairgy”, N 
Caælia Charms are paſt expreſſing, aps 27 
Pere ſhe kind as ſhe is Fair; * » | 
| - Heav'ns cou'd grant no greater ble E 
Nor Earth à Nymph more worth ourCire: 
| Rleav'nscou'd grant no greater bleſſing, ] 
Nor -Earth a Nymph, not earth a Nymph more worth | 
| (our Care ; ; 


7 


IT * 


But unkindnes, unkindneſs mars her Beauty, 

And uſeleſ; makes that Heav'nly, 

I that Heav'aly, that Heav'nly frame; 

- "But unkindneſs mars her Beauty, 987 
And uſeleſs makes that Heav'oly, Heav'aly frame g 
| While ſhc miſtakes and calls that Duty, 
|; -—- Which in nature others name. 
Wulle {he miſtakes and calls that Duty, 
f ; Which il] nature others name. 
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